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INTBODUCTOBY PREFACE. 



The Author of this story ought, perhaps, to offer a few 
words of apology, for bringing before its readers so child* 
ish a heroine as " Sibyl's Little Daughter." It was origi- 
nally intended that the account of these juvenile days 
should have been abridged, but so much interest has been 
excited in the mind of the writer of these memoirs, 
whilst detailing the proceedings of this strange young 
being, that the events of this early period of her life 
have been enlarged upon more fully than may be deemed, 
by some, either attractive or necessary. 
It can now only be aaid, that those, who may have 
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honoured Zora, and the other youthful dramatis persona, 
by their attention, may soon meet with them again — no 
longer children, but acting their respective parts, as full 
grown heroa and heroines in a Tale which will shortly be 
presented to the public, entitled 
The liily and the Rose." 



A. M. G. 



Great Malvern, 
Nov. 2fB&, 1854. 
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SIBYL'S LITTLE DAUGHTER. 



CHAPTER I. 



The July sun was pouring its glorious light 
over the lovely domain of Lillesmere, when, 
about the hour of mid-day, Lady Lisle' s carriage 
stopped at the Castle door. 

With no small degree of empressement did 
the servants hasten forward to receive their 
lady. Since earliest dawn they had been kept 
in a state of suspense and wonderment con- 

VOL. I. B 
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2 SIBYL'S LIT1LE DAUGHTEB. 

cerning the sick person, for whom they had 
been ordered to prepare the most commodious 
apartment, the softest couch — who had caused 
their mistress to return home the night before, 
pale and trembling, and for whom she had left 
her bed and gone forth to visit, as soon as 
there was light in the heavens. 

Who can it be ? Unceasingly this question 
was put to one another, as, pausing in their 
different avocations, they listened, hoping to 
catch the sounds indicating the lady's return, 
and with it gain a solution of the mystery*. 

Each one had his or her different conjecture 
on the subject. The lady's maid, a sentimental, 
novel-loving damsel, beguiled the time whilst 
arranging and re-araanging the furniture of the 
" white room," and tastefully filling the vases 
with flowers of every hue, by weaving in her 
brain a little romance on the subject. 

"Who knows," she mentally ejaculated, 
" but there may not be some poor young gen- 
tleman in the case — some brave soldier lover 
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SIBYL'S LITTLE DAUGHTER 6 

who has been fighting in foreign lands, and has 
been carried home just to die near my lady— i 
Not a bit unlikely," she continued, ogling pen- 
sively her pretty face in the glass, and adjusting 
her cap more to her satisfaction — "it was 
Only the night before last I was sitting up 
till twelve o'clock, reading, about just the 
same sort of adventure — depend upon it, my 
lady never would have looked as she did this 
morning when she left the castle, if there was 
not something or other to do with love at the 
bottom of it all ;" and Mrs. Lucy, with a faint 
heigho ! returned to her task with redoubled 
zest. 

Her fellow-servants very probably were not 
so romantic in their ideas. However, they all, 
with one accord, agreed in expecting to behold 
in the new-comer some pitiable object, with 
attenuated frame and ghastly visage. 

And who is it that Lady Lisle, having 

alighted from the carriage, turns to lift so 

tenderly — so carefully in her arms ? Is it, in 
2 B 
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4 sibyl's little daughter. 

truth, some wounded knight — some feeble, 
drooping, and decrepit form ? 

"A child! a child!" bursts simultaneously 
from the lips of those stationed at the hall 
windows to witness the arrival. " And see — 
there is another — a tall, dark boy." 

Hands and eyes were raised in mute astonish- 
ment when those two children stood side by 
side on the marble steps, in the full vigour of 
youth and beauty, although on that particular 
day grief and strong passion were strongly 
marked on their countenanoes. 

Walter and Zora — yes, Zora, who, at this 
new epoch of her existence — on the threshold 
of her new home — we once more introduce to 
our readers. 

A cloak, in which it seemed the little girl 
had been hastily wrapped, dropped from her 
shoulders. This elicited a fresh burst of sur- 
prise — and truly the child at that moment 
presented a strange little figure, in her Spanish 
costume, with its low, black boddice, short 
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scarlet saya, and silver-buckled coloured slip* 
pers. Haven hair, streaming in wildest profu- 
sion, nearly touched her feet ; and from those 
large, blue eyes, still glittering with recent 
tears, there shot a gleam of mingled anger and 
defiance. No wonder the good housekeeper 
drew up her stately form, and muttered be- 
tween her teeth — 

" Well, to be sure — and where, in the name 
of goodness, can her ladyship have picked up 
this play-acting looking thing Y* 

Her surprise did not diminish at what fol- 
lowed — Lady Lisle kneeling by the child, 
affectionately pressed her to her bosom, 

" Zora," she said, in a low, gentle tone, " my 
own little god-daughter ! — look — this is Lilies- 
mere — now your home, as well as mine. Will 
you, dear child, try to be happy in it — will you 
learn to love it and me ?" 

A faint smile played about Zora's rosy lips 
as she gave one long, earnest gaze on the soft 
landscape, the goodly prospect spread before 
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6 SIBYL'S LIITLE DAUGH1EB, 

her. The hills, dales, woods, and lawns, the 
park scenery, new to one hitherto only ac- 
customed to nature in its wild, uncultivated 
state. 

The large herds of deer feeding or reposing 
on the borders of the silvery lake, the swans 
sailing majestically on its bosom, the grassy 
banks, and the noble avenues of oaks and 
elms — each and all were noted by the child's 
keen eye — and as she continued to gaze around, 
it seemed as if already she had begun to appre- 
ciate the beauties of her new home, for clasping 
her little hands, she energetically exclaimed — 

" Oh I bella delizioza*!" 

But then the sound of her own voice, recall- 
ing her from her momentary rapture of reverie, 
she started, and giving a glance of horror at 
the interior of the castle, as if it had been the 
entrance to a prison, and at the servants as if 
they were to be her gaolers, the child disen- 
gaged herself from Lady Lisle, and clung to 
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her beloved playfellow with a kind of despe- 
ration. 

" Do you ask me," Zora began, "if I will 
try to love you ? I tell you," she continued, 
vehemently, crimsoning to the temples, " with- 
out Walter — never;" and, seizing the gipsy 
boy's hand, she hugged it to her bosom. 

Walter, who during this scene had stood pale 
and woe begone, the very picture of dejection, 
now shook his head chidingly, murmuring, 

" Hush, hush, Zoe dear." 

Without heeding this gentle rebuke, Zora 
would have burst forth again, but Lady Lisle 
whispered a few words to Walter bidding him 
follow her; and, with hands locked closely 
together, these two children, so dear to one 
another, and yet so soon to be parted, entered 
the halls of Lillesmere. 

As they did so Lady Lisle breathed a prayer 
of thanksgiving to heaven that her home would 
be in future no longer childless. She doubted 
not but there must be anxieties, many troubles 



Digitized 



by Google 



8 sibyl's little daughter 

in store for her — thorns and briars in her 
future path ; but still her heart did not fail her* 
She did not shrink from her task ; she felt she 
W as performing an act pleasing in the sight of 
God, and she blessed His name for haying given 
her a little one to love and cherish; for permitting 
her to snatch from probable sin and misery the 
child of one dear to her in days of happiness. 



It had been a long and difficult matter that 
morning endeavouring to persuade our little 
heroiue to leave the tent on the Common— to 
tear her from her mother's death-bed — and all 
agreed that it would be useless — nay cruel — 
attempting to do so, unless her faithful com* 
panion Walter accompanied her. 

Lady Lisle, although anxious to remove the 
child from a scene so distressing, would will* 
ingly have delayed the moment, could she have 
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been of use to the unfortunate father, but his 
only desire now was to be left alone. 

Zora had by degrees, after a long and breath- 
less silence, during which her arms had never 
onoe relaxed her grasp of Walter's neck — her 
eyes never wandered from her mother's face, 
begun to comprehend that the deep repose of 
the marble-like figure stretched on the bed with 
meek folded arms, and waxen brow crowned 
with the blue violet and white rose, was deeper, 
more awful than aught before beheld — and when, 
in her agony at the idea of death having robbed 
her of her only parent, she rushed forward, for- 
getting every feeling of terror, and laid her 
blooming cheek against the pale cold one — 
pressed her rosy lips to the bloodless ones, 
whilst in piteous language, and with gestures 
most emphatic, she called on " Mamma Mia " 
to look at her once more, to speak to her, if it 
were only one little word — when in return for 
every endearing expression pourel forth with 
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passionate tenderness, every promise wildly- 
breathed that the rebellious child would become 
gentle, docile — having no will save that of her 
mother's, if that mother would but arise, would 
but smile — as she was wont to do — so sweetly, 
sorrowfully ; no sign of consciousness was given 
— not a single answering pcressure of the little 
hand — not one well-pleased caress, or one soft 
stroking of the young bowed head — then 
Zora, throwing herself impetuously on the life- 
less body, gave way to unrestrained grief. 

This scene nearly maddened Basil Deane — 
each childish cry pierced, like a dagger, his 
wounded, bleeding heart. 

He stopped his ears to shut out the harrowing 
sounds, hoarsely exclaiming, 

" This must not be. Sibyl, my darling —my 
lost one — I cannot have thy death-bed thus dis- 
turbed ;" and as he spoke, it seemed to his ex- 
cited, feverish imagination that the smile of 
peace and rest he had so gladly hailed was pass- 
ing away, and that again he beheld the old, old 
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look of care and anguish, on the brow of his 
beloved dead. 

" Take her hence," he continued, impatiently, 
motioning to Walter; "and you, lady," he 
tried to command his voice, to speak les* hur- 
riedly, "hare sworn before heaven and that 
angel to be a true and faithful friend in weal 
or woe to her miserable child. I believe you ; 
I will trust yon ; from this moment she is yours 
— from this moment I give her up to yon for 
ever. Teach her to resemble her mother in 
every respect, save in her sorrows, and I shall 
be satisfied." 

Lady Lisle looked at Mr. Hope, the worthy 
vicar, for advice as to what was best for her to do. 

" Bemove the child to her own home without 
further delay," he answered, in an under tone ; 
" by remaining here, she tortures that unhappy 
man, and does harm to herself." 

Lady Lisle, with the utmost tenderness, 
attempted to take the little girl in her arms to 
soothe her ; but Zora firmly resisted these kind 
efforts, and continued wailing forth her bitter 
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lamentations. Even Walter's endeavours to 
pacify her were unheeded. 

" What is to be done ?" inquired the lady, 
looking much distressed. " How can I ever 
persuade this poor little creature to leave all 
she loves, and to follow me, a perfect stranger ? 
She will not look at me, or listen to me." 

"If you expect her to go along with you, 
my lady," began Ehoda, curtsying and whim- 
pering, " you will get wearied of stopping here. 
I am right down sure that our little araunah* 
will never move a foot from that bed unless it 
is that my boy, or her own Bibbif goes along 
with her. She's not used to grand company — 
are you, my deary ? And it'll break her sweet 
heart to pieces if your ladyship takes her from 
us — that it will." 

" Let the lad, then, accompany her for the 
present," said Mr. Hope, turning to Lady 
Lisle; and then Walter, kneeling* by the 
orphan child, had to entreat of her to be obe- 

* Little Lady. f Aunt. 
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dient and submissive. He told her it was a 
beautiful world to which the good and kind 
lady wished to carry her — that there she would 
see gardens filled with fragrant flowers, and 
hear the merry voices of singing birds and music, 
that she so dearly loved — that she would dwell 
in scenes fairer than she had ever beheld, save 
in her dreams. He bid her not fear ; for he, 
her own gipsy boy, would go with her "when 
first she entered her new home." What a pang 
shot through Walter's heart as he uttered the 
last sentence. 

" When first you enter your new home," he 
murmured to himself burying his face on the 
pillow of his lifeless friend. " Zoe, I can pro- 
mise nothing more — for a few short hours I may 
be with you, but then alas, my sister, your 
home and mine must be far distant. 

Zora's cries had now subsided into sobs, and 
she listened attentively. 

Walter went on, and spoke of the departed 
one ; simply but eloquently tried to impress 
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grateful; and, remember that she, to the latest 
moment of her existence, never scorned the 
race from whence she sprang, but loved her 
people — her greenwood home ! Now, Walter, 
take her/ 9 he added, almost fiercely ; " leave 
me, all of you, I entreat ; it is my last petition; 
suffer me to sit undisturbed by my beloved one, 
to bear with my agony alone." 

Zora looked frightened, perplexed, when, a 
cloak having been thrown hastily over her, she 
was led forth. Lady Lisle would fain have 
taken the disengaged hand, but it was quickly 
withdrawn, and with the other she firmly grasped 
Walter's arm. Several times during the walk 
across the Common, to the lane, where the car- 
riage, for so long a period, had been waiting, 
the Senorita stopped suddenly, and gazing 
back at the spot where her mother lay, gave a 
short passionate cry. 

But each time this happened, Walter had 
fresh words of persuasion, of endearment, to 
whisper. Bhoda and Rosy Sally followed in 
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in the rear, whining and complaining to one 
another, "that it was a shame, the darlint, 
should be carried away without their seeing 
the last of her." 

"Notthatshewill bide with strange folk long," 
said Bhoda, rather indignant at not having been 
selected to accompany her niece, " she'll never 
stand being made a lady of against her will, I 
warrant ye." 

The women began fondling and lamenting 
in no gentle strains over the child when the 
moment came that they were to be separated, 
but Mr. Hope interfered. 

He bade Walter take his seat by Lady 
Lisle, in the luxuriously cushioned carriage, 
gave Zora into his arms, and hastily shutting 
the door, ordered the coachman to proceed. 

And thus they wiled her from her gipsy 
home. They bore her from the tent. 
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CHAPTEE II. 



The day of Zora's removal to Lillesmere, and 
the following one, she had no fault to find, no 
complaint to make of her new home. 

In a few hurried words Lady Lisle and 
Walter had agreed that until after Sibyl's 
funeral, he should devote himself, as usual, to 
his young companion. 

" For there is much to be done," said the lady; 
" letters for me to read and write, containing 
the last wishes of my dear friend ; and until 
these sad duties are performed, I do not feel 
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that I should have time to devote myself en- 
tirely to my little god-daughter; besides, it will 
be better for you, Walter, to be the one to 
introduce, and try to reooncile her to these 
new scenes. You are at liberty to wander 
together where you will ; so long," and she 
smiled kindly, "that you do not leave my 
grounds. Already from what I have heard 
and seen, my opinion of your good sense and 
disposition is very high, and therefore I trust 
to you, gently to break to the dear girl, that 
henceforth she must consider herself my pro* 
perty, that she must no longer be a wild, un- 
settled little being, or depend so entirely on 
the society of her kind playfellow and cousin." 
When Lady Lisle spoke these words she 
little imagined that Walter had solemnly re- 
solved to separate himself, as soon as Sibyl 
was laid in her grave, from the Count's 
daughter, for an unknown period. The lady 
felt an inward consciousness that, in future, a 
gipsy lad would be no meet companion for the 
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child of her adoption, one for whom even now 
she had begun to shape out bright visions for 
days to come. But in her benevolence and 
tenderness she never thought of pronouncing the 
decree which would tear asunder two such 
loving souls. She only allowed herself to think 
that by degrees, in the course of months, even 
a year, a separation might be effected. 

But Walter knew, that if the blow must be 
struck at all, it must come at once ; no avail 
putting off the evil day. If Lady Lisle ex- 
pected to obtain an influence over Zora's mind, 
to be obeyed, loved ! then must the gipsy boy 
not be near ; for, as long as he remained by her 
side, or even within reach, for his sake only 
would the dull task be conned ; for one smile 
of his alone had power to change frowns and 
passionate gestures to looks gentle, subdued ; 
angry, hasty expressions to words of meekness. 

Over this Walter had pondered long ago— at 
the cottage in the valley — in his joyous woodland 
rambles ; ay even then he knew that the voice 
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ringing sweetly in his ear, the fairy form hang- 
ing about his neck imprinting baby kisses on 
his cheek must soon be lost to him for ever but 
in dreams. 

And Sibyl whom he so reverenced as a being 
holy, saint-like, had not her last words to him 
been, " Promise to resign my little one cheer- 
fully into other hands, to restore her to her 
proper sphere." 

Cheerfully ! oh, Sibyl, that could hardly be, 

for those young hearts are too closely knit to 

one another to be divided without a bitter 

wrench. But Walter will not hesitate, he will 

hold sacred your dying supplication and obey ; 

and although in so doing, his days may for ever 

be rendered dark and dreary, he will resign this 

treasured sister into the arms of Sibyl's friend. 
* * * * 

"We shall be very happy here, dear boy," 
Zora said over and over again during the first 
hours she spent in flitting about the gardens, the 
endless shady walks, the groves and woodland 
glades of Lillesmere — look, look — " 
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And then in terms most emphatic both in 
English and Spanish, she would point out some 
fresh object of attraction. 

No child perhaps ever, at so early an age, dis- 
covered such an exquisite sense of nature in its 
beautiful and harmonious combination; and 
surely Eve herself could not have gazed more 
rapturously, on first opening her eyes on the 
delights of Eden, than did our little heroine on 
the fair home henceforth to be hers. 

A very paradise it seeme< to her, a fit abode 
for a fairy wanderer like herself to dwell in. 
"Yes "Walter," she continued pausing in a 
green and shadowy place near a fountain whose 
waters gushed out sparkling and fair, and 
throwing herself on the velvety turf ; "you were 
good and right to bring me here ; and now that 
she will never wake more, Mia Mamma," and 
her voice sunk into a whisper, " we had better 
live here for ever, not there /' she added, 
glancing with scorn* at the Castle standing so 
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nobly amidst its lawns and park; but here, 
here /" and she spread out her arms. 

Lady Lisle was so occupied all that morning 
that not until two o'clock, the usual luncheon 
time, was she able to go in search of the chil- 
dren. She found them in the park seated on the 
margin of the lake, Zora shouting with glee as 
the swans sailed close to her feet flapping their 
wings and opening their beaks as if indignant 
that strangers should approach them. 

Lady Lisle looked delighted and surprised at 
perceiving the improved spirits and temper of 
her little protegee. 

" I have come " she said, stooping down and 
smiling into the merry face which in an instant 
changed its expression to one half shy, half 
cunning, " to take you in with me, for your 
dinner is ready, and I am sure both of you 
must be very tired and hungry by this time ; 
is it not so?" 

" Tired V exclaimed the child with a short 
scoffing laugh, " of what ? of walking about this 
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beautiful home, of watching those snow white 
birds. Lady, and from her eyes she darted a 
most contemptuous glance; "we are gipsy 
people, and not for many hours to come, no not 
till the sun goes down and the nightingale 
begins to sing shall Walter and Zoe talk of 
being tired," 

" Certainly you are the funniest little crea- 
ture I have ever seen," answered Lady lisle, 
who could not refrain from laughing at this 
energetic speech. " Yes, I see that I shall find 
my little god-daughter much more difficult to 
manage now, than when I used to rock her in 
my arms and lull her to sleep at Villa Rosa. How 
difficult it is for me," she continued addressing 
Walter, " to realize that this blooming, radiant 
child and the tiny babyl remember so placid and 
delicate can be the same. But come mi her- 
mosa, (ah you little thing you need not look so 
sly, for I can speak Spanish as well as you) 
indeed we must not waste any more time J Mr. 
Doyle, the butler, who I must tell you is a very 
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particular and important personage at Lilies- 
mere will be appearing to tell us luncheon has 
been waiting quite long enough." 

But Zora merely replied by jumping up and 
beginning to chase a young deer which had 
within the few last minutes timidly approached 
the lake at some short distance, probably to 
quench its thirst by drinking from the limpid 
waters. 

" Oh in time I will catch you all," shouted 
the wild Senorita as a whole herd, sheltered 
from the heat and calmly reposing beneath the 
spreading branches of a gigantic elm tree, 
started to their feet and fled in a fright from 
their giddy pursuer; "you may run as fast 
as you please silly deer, but no one can beat 
Zoe in the race ; Walter says so, and Bibbi 
Rhoda and — " 

She did not give up the hunt till her breath 
had completely forsaken her, and the poor scared 

vol. i. c 
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animals were dispersed and vanished in different 
directions. 

Not till then did she pause or listen to 
Walter's repeated calls and entreaties to desist. 

"Zoe, is not this naughty," remonstrated 
the boy, " to detain the lady thus ? and see how 
hot you are. Oh, fie Zoe dear !" 

" Hot, indeed," said Lady Lisle ; " why feel 
this little heart — it is beating itself nearly out 
of its place. As a punishment for the little 
madcap, I think we must carry her to the 
Castle. What say you, Walter? Shall we 
manage a queen's cushion between us ?" 

" No, no," answered Zora, shaking her head 
with determination; "Walter and I cannot 
eat dinner in your ugly house, yonder ; we 
should be hot, cramped up there — should we 
not, dear boy?" and the child, taking Lady 
Lisle's hand, began to fondle it, and to speak 
in coaxing, insinuating tones, such as she wel} 
knew rarely failed to help her in gaining her 
point. 
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" Mi bontta dona ) we must have dinner here 
in the fresh open air* Neither Walter nor Zoe 
could eat one morsel unless the soft green grass 
was beneath our feet-— the blue skies above our 
heads." 

" Must I really indulge you this once ? " said 
Lady Lisle ; " indeed, I feel it is almost im- 
possible to resist these bewitching eyes, or to 
refuse the first request of this little fairy ; so, 
Walter, she must have her own way for a day 
or two. When Miss Strickland comes," and 
Lady Lisle smiled significantly, " then will be 
the time to begin our new life in earnest." 

Zora looked somewhat puzzled at the latter 
part of this speech, but did not take any pains 
to consider or inquire what could be its import. 
She merely paused an instant, with a rather 
more thoughtful expression than usual ; then, 
throwing her arms round Lady Lisle, ex- 
claimed, " Stoop down and kiss me, little, fair, 
white lady, for you are kind and good. Some 
day, perhaps, Zora will try to love you. Now, 
c 3 
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quick, quick !" pointing to the house with an 
authoritative air — " bring us nice cool water 
to drink, for we are hot and thirsty ; and mind, 
lady, plenty of bread! for the swimming 
birdies too must be fed." 



" A strange little girl, most truly," solilo- 
quised Lady Lisle, as she walked home to her 
solitary meal ; " and one it will be no easy 
matter to control and tame ; from poor Sybilla's 
letter and dying words, I am, however, pre- 
pared for everything. How her education is to 
be effected, at present I am at a loss to con- 
ceive. As for me," and she gave a little laugh 
of half amusement and despair, " I should be 
weak enough to begin by spoiling her, and thus 
go on to the end of the chapter ; in this case, 
between the gypsy boy and myself, a nice self- 
willed young romp my adopted daughter would 
turn out. No : I must live in hopes of re- 
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oeiying a favourable answer from my old friend 
— if she will only consent to come and share 
my labour of love, with God's assistance Zora 
may do very well. Miss Strickland's plain 
good sense and impartial discipline will prove 
a counterbalance to my foolish indulgence." 

Miss Strickland had been Lady Lisle's gover- 
ness — her first and only one. Faithfully and 
well did she perform her duties in that respect, 
and to the best of her power endeavoured to 
act the part of parent to her orphan charge. 
She never once quitted her post till marriage 
deprived her of her gentle, submissive pupil ; 
-and fully rewarded did the conscientious gover- 
ness feel, when Sir Har court Lisle, on his 
wedding-day, placing a valuable cadeau in her 
hand, said — 

"Miss Strickland, for many years I have 
been in search of a wife, but, like Ccelebs,, I 
-wished to find in that wife no fault or blemish, 
and had almost given up all hopes of ever being 
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made a happy man, when suddenly I encoun- 
tered this violet in the shade — this lily of the 
valley : in her I have found all that men could 
wish for — in your Emma and mine, Miss Strick- 
land, I find perfection." 

After the baronet's premature death, the 
governess cheerfully gave up the situa- 
tion she was then holding to fly to her dear 
former pupil, and with her she travelled abroad, 
and remained at Lillesmere until the widow's 
spirits were, comparatively speaking, restored. 

Lady Lisle would have rejoiced had Miss 
Strickland consented to make the Castle her 
future home, for in her she found a valuable 
and sensible companion. But the truth was, 
Miss Strickland never felt perfectly, thoroughly 
content and happy, unless she was at her old 
trade— teaching. 

For some time she had tried hard to be satis- 
fied with -the schools at Lillesmere — to super- 
intend the education of the village lasses, But 
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reading, writing, and arithmetic, and turning 
down the endless seams of coarse linen did not 
suffice her. She pined to find herself again in 
the calm, secluded study, imparting to young 
creatures, just on the verge of womanhood, 
fresh streams of knowledge. To be immersed 
in her favourite studies from morning till night. 
— this was Miss Strickland's element — to he 
surrounded by works on history, geography, 
and chronology — to have on her right hand the 
globes, on her left, exercises in every language 
to correct : wonderful to say this was her great 
ambition. And music, that almost idolised 
accomplishment — how often did she groan in 
spirit when, with Lady Lisle, she would sit a 
whole afternoon in the church gallery, vainly 
endeavouring to make a class of curly-headed 
urchins sing in anything like tune to the Hun- 
dredth Psalm. 

No — it would not do; she must be once 
more modulating young, refined voices in Han 
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del and Mozart's matchless compositions — 
teaching young fingers how Beethoven's 
delicious sonatas ought to be played, or Miss 
Strickland's existence would not have been 
life. 

One day she singled out of the long list of 
advertisements in the Times paper one she 
thought just suited to her : — 

"Wanted, a governess, in a nobleman's 
family, to finish the education of an only 
daughter." 

She answered it ; and shortly after, to Lady 
Lisle's regret, (who, however, had plainly per- 
ceived, for some months, that her good Mend 
considered residing with her merely as a com- 
panion, waste of time,) quitted Lillesmere, 
to impart, in its true character, wealth to her 
pupil's mind, and send her forth to the world 
"with polished manners and sentiments re- 
fined." 

But her reign in Belgrave Square, although 
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a glorious, was a short one. At the end of a 
year, a few weeks before her seventeenth birth- 
day, Lady Agnes Villiers, was told, the time 
had arrived when she must leave her school- 
room, as her parents were fully satisfied that 
the excellent instructress had nothing more to 
teach, had fully prepared her pupil for the im- 
portant step she was about to take — that of 
making her debht. 

Miss Strickland received her conge from the 
stately Earl and Countess, overwhelmed with 
their expressions of satisfaction at the rapid 
development of their daughter's talents since 
she had been placed under her tuition. 
And still more was she gratified, when, soon 
after her departure, a letter was placed in her 
hands, stating, that Lady Agnes had so dis- 
tinguished herself at a conversazione by hei 
brilliant remarks and clear knowledge on 
scientific subjects, that her noble parents could 
not refrain from once more expressing their 
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thanks to the excellent governess to whom, in 
a great measure, their daughter was indebted 
for her success as a debutante in literary 
circles. 

It happened that, on the very day of Zora's 
removal to Lillesmere, Lady Lisle had received 
from Miss Strickland the intelligence that her 
highly accomplished pupil having been intro- 
duced, she was once more disengaged ; but not 
likely to remain so for any length of time, 
owing to the kindness of her late patrons, who 
were recommending her strongly to their con- 
nections and friends ; indeed, she was already 

in correspondence with the Duchess of , an 

aunt of Lady Agnes Villiers. 

"Not if her own child — her own pupil tells 
her how she is situated — that it is impossible 
she can do without her assistance," murmured 
Lady Lisle, half aloud, as she folded up the 
copper-plate written letter, " when she hears 
Sibylla's sad story — this strange — strange tale 
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— and that I do not wish her— do not ask her, 
to lve with me, as she did before, deprived of 
her favorite occupations ; but that I have in 
prospect for her a school-room — a pupil to 
train and educate — oh, then, I feel sure— 
almost sure, that my dear, faithful Miss Strick- 
land, will not refuse my urgent request — but , 
give up every other situation, however eligible 
it may be, to come and help me to mould the 
mind, to make a glorious woman of Zora de 
Castro. How fortunate — how providential ! I 
may well say that I was just in time — another 
day, perhaps, and Miss Strickland might have 
have been engaged by this Duchess." 

And before Lady Lisle had left the house 
that morning, and joined Walter and Zora by 
the Lake, two sheets of paper were closely 
filled, recording the events of the preceding 
hours — the tragical life and death of Sibylla 
whose name was well known to the governess, 
were largely and pathetically dwelt upon. 
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Also the awful promise made unto the 
dying. 

On Zora's wilful, untamed character, Lady 
Lisle did not comment fully. 

"Of what use is it," she mused, laying 
down her pen, and pausing for a while, "alarm- 
ing the good soul, before there is any necessity 
— were I to describe her future charge as nothing 
more hopeful than a wild gipsy girl, most likely 
Miss Strickland would decline the responsi- 
bility of such an undertaking. Besides, no 
doubt, in an incredibly short period, with such 
an example before her, my noisy god-daughter 
will soon become as perfect a pattern of 
propriety and repose as Lady Agnes Villiers, 
or as Lady Lisle herself! No," dipping her 
pen into the pretty silver inkstand, " I will not 
make you out a little savage, Senorita mia; but 
I will write instead of the tears you shed over 
your mother's corpse. Your early love for 
nature's fairest works. I will tell of your 
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graceful, childish beauty — of your eyes so blue 
— so wonderful. This is all that Miss Strick- 
land shall know of you from me." 

And very sanguine of success, the letter was 
sealed, directed, and despatched. 
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CHAPTER III. 



It is easy to imagine that the curiosity of the 
Lillesmere household was not diminished — but 
raised, if possible, to a much higher pitch by 
the arrival of the young strangers. 

That the new comer must be, whether male 
or female, of an unusually mysterious charac- 
ter — for this they had each and all prepared 
themselves ; but not for an instant did it enter 
their brains that her ladyship could have been 
so flurried and upset, calling her servants from 



Digitized 



by Google 



SEBYtf S UTILE DATJOHTKB. 39 

their beds at cock-crow ; and, to use the words 
of pretty Mrs, Lucy, turned the house topsy- 
turvy all about what ? 

" A couple of the queerest looking children 
she ever clapped her eyes upon," 

Lady Lisle easily guessed what must be 
passing in their minds, and knew that it would 
be useless withholding or trying to conceal 
from them many of the real circumstances of 
the case. • 

She knew perfectly that, ere long, not only 
would the death and burial of the gipsy's 
daughter be known to each individual in the 
castle, but, also, that in some way or other, 
the strange story would circulate far and 
wide, and be in the mouth of every neighbour, 
rich or poor, within fifty miles of Lillesmere, 

As soon, therefore, as some of the important 
business of letter writing was over, Mrs. 
Goodwin, the housekeeper, was summoned to 
the boudoir, and, in a few plain words, was 
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informed in what light the little stranger guest 
was in future to be regarded by herself and 
fellow servants. 

"I am not going to enter into any minute 
details concerning the history of this child's 
mother/' said her ladyship; "that she has 
been discovered by me in a most providential 
and wonderful manner, under circumstances 
most unlooked for, I am ready to confess ; but 
I must also add, that I am willing that you 
and every one should know, that the affecting 
situation of my departed friend only renders 
her memory still dearer to me. Let it 
suffice you all to know that the mother who 
now lies dead in a gipsy's tent was, but a few 
short years ago, one of the dearest and most 
tenderly prized friends that I and my dear hus- 
band possessed — that she then was the beloved 
and prosperous wife of a Spanish Count. How 
misfortunes, and unforeseen events, brought 
about sad changes in her lot, it is not neces- 
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sary that you or any one should seek to dis- 
cover. It was God's will. That is enough." 

Lady Lisle paused, for a moment, and made 
a sign to the old housekeeper to sit down. 

" No, I am much obliged to you, my lady," 
with a stately obeisance answered Mrs. Good- 
win, drawing up her embonpoint person, and 
looking apparently much interested in what 
she had heard, and anxious to hear more. 

"But it is of the child I would speak," 
Lady Lisle continued, hastily brushing away 
some tears which had risen to her eyes as she 
spoke of Sibylla — a of her, who, from this day, 
is to share my home — my all. Her mother, 
with her dying breath, commended this little 
girl to my charge, and henceforth, as my 
adopted daughter, the future object of my love, 
I wish her to be regarded by my friends and 
domestics. The idea has struck me, that there 
may be some in my establishment who, unac- 
customed to young children, may not bear 
patiently this little one's high spirit and petu- 
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lanoe; for that she is wild and wayward, I 
will not attempt to deny. If this should be 
the case, I must at once declare, that whoever 
does not feel inclined to act towards the little 
girl as if she were really the daughter of this 
house, with him or her I shall instantly part." 

" Indeed, my lady," interrupted Mrs. Good- 
win, startled out of her usual stateliness — " I 
hope you will hare no occasion to inconveni- 
ence yourself in any way." 

"I hope so too, with all my heart," said 
Lady Lisle ; " but it is a great responsibility 
that I am about to undertake ; and my desire 
is, that all beneath my roof should, in their 
different ways, assist me ; that all, with one 
accord, should welcome this orphan child with 
kindness and respect ; for it is of the utmost 
importance that her first impressions of those 
amongst whom, in future, she is to dwell, 
should be favourable." 

" I think, my lady, I can confidently say," 
answered the housekeeper, " that, as far as I 
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am concerned, you will have nothing to com- 
plain of. 

" Thank you, Mrs. Goodwin, and as I know 
that in my house your word is law, I need hare 
no further uneasiness on this subject. However," 
and Lady Lisle smiled kindly, "you may 
impress upon the minds of your fellow servants 
that the little lady, who is to be obeyed and 
treated as if she were my own real belonging, 
has in her veins far nobler blood than mine ; 
that she is in fact the last descendent of one of 
the principal families in Spain ; — there indeed 
Mademoiselle de Castro would have the title of 
Countess. 

Mrs. Goodwin who had a particular penchant 
for the peerage, and was moreover pleased and 
flattered by her lady's confidential manner 
once more protested, and this time more em- 
phatically, that as long as she had any authority 
at the Castle, her ladyship's wishes should be 
obeyed to the very letter. 
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" And I am sure," she added, " Mr Doyle 
will be of the same mind." 

The conversation here changed, and soon the 
housekeeper and her lady were deep in domestic 
concerns, and various arrangements concerning 
Zora. Mrs. Goodwin being proverbially prosy, 
the interview was prolonged to an unusual 
length. 

Lady Lisle anxious to proceed with her let- 
ters was just congratulating herself that at last 
she would be left alone, when Mrs. Goodwin 
once again cleared her throat and approached 
the writing-table. 

" One more word if you please," my lady, she 
began rather mysteriously. " I should like to 
have known your ladyship's wishes respecting 
the other, I mean, my lady, the young lad who is 
now about the grounds with — " and here Mrs. 
Goodwin not feeling herself sufficiently familiar 
with the foreign appellation to be able to give 
it a correct pronunciation made a dead stop." 
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"Ah about Walter," replied Lady Lisle ris- 
ing hastily and busying herself with her parte 
feuille. "lam not sure Mrs. Goodwin how long 
he will remain at Lillesmere; the child is strongly 
attached to him, strange circumstances haying 
thrown them much together of late years, 
Walter is an excellent, good boy, and shall be 
rewarded by me in whatever way he chooses ; 
but on this subject my servants need not trouble 
themselves ; no Mrs. Goodwin, it is with the 
young lady alone you will in future have any- 
thing to do." 

And Lady Lisle, to signify she had now said 
her all, took up her pen. 

The housekeeper with an imposing curtsey 
made her exit. 

Very soon an opportunity occurred which 
gave assurance that this consultation with the 
housekeeper had produced its due effect. Per- 
haps had it not taken place, and Zora de 
Castro's rank and noble descent not been pro- 
claimed down stairs, Mr. Doyle and his pow- 
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dered deputies would hare stared with more 
surprise, and heard with duller comprehension, 
their lady's orders to perform so unusual an 
office as to prepare an alfresco meal for the 
stranger guests. But as it was, with but an 
inch disturbed from his respectful though so* 
lemn deportment, the butler stood at the end 
of the table directing, now and then assisting, 
the footman to arrange the different viands 
selected by her ladyship ; and when finally a 
plate of delicious strawberries had been placed 
on the tray, and Lady Lisle in her gentle voice 
had pronounced that there was now sufficient, 
with his own hand he covered the delicacies 
with a damask cloth, then demanded to what 
part of the grounds the luncheon was to be 
conveyed. 

" They are by the lake," Lady Lisle replied, 
taking up her parasol and stepping out on the 
lawn. " You need not trouble yourself to come, 
Doyle, Stephen only need follow me." 

The butler returned his usual — . 



Digitized 



by Google 



sibyl's little datjghtbb. 47 

" Very good my lady !" and retreated much 
to his lady's relief; " for although she 
had a great regard for one who since her 
marriage had been a faithful servant, yet 
she could never get over the pomposity of 
his manners, or feel at her ease as long as she 
was aware that his starched neckcloth and 
elongated visage were in her presence. 

Moreover Lady Lisle thought the less Mr. 
Doyle or any of her servants saw of the Count's 
daughter until she was attired in a manner 
more befitting the station of life she was in fu- 
ture to fill, the better ; and the lady's maid had 
declared she could not get ready the little 
mourning suit before the day of the funeral ; 
therefore the Senorita must, till then, continue 
to wear the gipsy dress, which although pictu- 
resque in the extreme could not fail to strike 
even less fastidious eyes than those around her, 
as most fantastic and peculiar. 

Zora who had quite recovered from the fatigue 



Digitized 



by Google 



48 SIBYL'S UITLfi DAUGHTER. 

of her chase after the deer, thanks to Walter 
insisting upon her resting under a tree just for 
ten minutes whilst he fanned her with a branch 
of broad leaves, came running to meet Lady 
Lisle, and instantly began directing the servant 
to the shady spot, where she desired her repast 
might be spread out ; and never perhaps had 
Stephen been dictated to in such impatient, 
voluble language, or found it so difficult to 
please, as now, when helping to arrange the 
young lady's first dinner at Lillesmere. 

" Not that way !" Zora exclaimed sharply ; 
snatching up the cloth just when the man had 
flattered himself that he had laid it down with- 
out a wrinkle " move off if you please," waving 
her hand as if she had been a Queen, " Walter 
and I will show you how we spread our dinner 
in the tents." 

Then receiving in turn each different dish 
from Stephen who stood looking very red, trying 
to keep his countenance, Zora arranged every- 
thing on the grass to her entire satisfaction. 
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Then she said pausing and easting rather a 
scornful glance on her handiwork — 

"It is ready, but it does not look like a 
gipsy's dinner ought to do. 

" What is this ?" taking up a silver sauce- 
boat, filled with delicate bread sauce, and care- 
lessly turning over some of its contents ; " and 
that," pointing to an open tart formed of pastry, 
light as air, and some of Mrs. Goodwin's best 
apricot preserve, " what's it called pray ? I 
don't see any eggs, Walter, or bacon, like we 
cook on our gipsy fire, all hot and hissing ; and 
look at these white hard potatoes," laughing 
ironically — " we like them done in their own 
brown skins, do we not, dear boy ?" 

" Well, we must another day consult your 
taste before ordering dinner," said Lady Lisle, 
who had been highly entertained and astonished, 
during this scene, with the child's impatient 
manner and rapid gesticulations ; " but suppose 
you sit down now, and eat what is before you 
with as much appetite as you can." 

VOL. I. D 
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"Yes, pretty lady, I will; but first of all 
please send him away/' and Zora laid hold of 
Lady Lisle's dress, and glanced slyly at 
Stephen. " That man, I mean, with the white 
coat and ugly white hair. I don't like him — 
don't want him here, lady." 

Stephen, receiving a sign of dismissal from 
his mistress, hastily retired, glad to relieve him- 
self by a few broad grins, which with the 
greatest difficulty he had suppressed at this 
last speech of the young lady. He hurried to 
the servants' hall, where doubtless, if the awful 
Mr. Doyle was not near, he gave a very ani- 
mated and graphic account of the dinner by 
the lake, to be received with the greatest 
applause. 



Digitized 



by Google 



SIBYL'S LimB DAUG&MB* 51 



OHAPTEK IV. 



"You are certainly not a greedy little girl, 
though a very dainty one, I see," said Lady 
Lisle, when Zora, having swallowed a few 
mouthfuls of chicken, and tasted a concoction 
of pastry and preserve, which had excited her 
curiosity, refused to eat anything more, 
declaring that she had " quite, quite 
done." 
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" And you, Walter, is that tiny bit of chicken 
and ham enough to satisfy a tall, growing boy 
till tea time? I fear the air of Lillesmere has 
taken away your appetite, or else there is no- 
thing here that you fancy excepting that iced 
water," she continued, laughing as Walter and 
Zora, at the same time took up their crystal 
goblets. 

" Come, you funny little creature, I will not 
let you drink any more, or else I shall make a 
fish of you and turn you into the lake." 

Zora stopped for a moment to give a short 
merry laugh, and to shake back her curls — 
then again lifted the glass to her lips, and 
drained it to the last drop. 

" You must, at all events, taste my straw- 
berries, which are considered the finest in the 
country, and bring the prize to my gardener 
every year at the horticultural meeting" — the 
kind lady added, presenting a plateful to Walter, 
which he accepted, with a modest bow, 
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" Now, Senorita, open your rosy lips, and 
receive this ripe beauty, and tell me if its taste 
is not as delicious as that of the wild strawberry 
you find in the woods." 

Zora started to her feet, and ran to a short 
distance, holding her hands tightly over her 
mouth, as if she had been stung or received a 
blow. 

Lady Lisle, quite alarmed, turned to Walter 
to inquire what was the matter — if the child 
had been hurt. 

The boy hesitated a moment, then answered 
in a low tone, 

"Not hurt, lady, but Zoe can never be per- 
jsuaded to touch, or even look at a strawberry, 
never since — " 

" Yes, bonito — go on, and tell her all," cried 
Zora, flinging herself into Walter's arms. 
"Tell her of that dreadful day when we 
lived in the cottage down in the valley, when 
I was so naughty, so wicked; when I, oh, 
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Walter, Walter, do yon not remember it when 
I stole the strawberries from Mamma Mia, and 
I made her cry bitterly— oh> how bitterly ; tod 
now, now you are gone* Mia Mfttntna, yoti 
Will not wake again, and Zora ftever, nfcver 
more can tell you that she is so, so sorry for 
haying made you unhappy. Mamma Mis, 6 
povera Mamma Mia !" the child continued, ih 
a sweety low, coaxing tone, as if sh4 were ad- 
dressing her- sleeping mother— then wringing 
her little hands, whilst sobs came bursting 
louder and louder from her bosom, she clasped 
her arms tightly around the gipsy boy, and 
entreated him with all the energy of childish 
grief to take her back to the tent, to refetorfc her 
to her mother — to her own dear home* For a 
little while Walter did not — could not answer. 
His poor heart was very full, the more so for 
haying been obliged, as it were, to put back his 
sorrow ; and now, he thought, for once he might 
relieve his feelings for a brief space-fallow his 
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tears to mingle with those of his loved com* 
panion, for soon — very soon, he must weep 
alone. 

But he was the first to hide his woe, to check 
his rising sobs ; yes, even before Lady Lisle 
had wiped away her own tears, which were 
flowing fast at sight of the children's distress, 
Walter had dried his eyes, and in his soft, 
liquid voice was pouring into Zora's ears words 
that qould not fail to soothe— to pacify ; and 
ere long, with the large drops still on her 
fringed eyelids, smiles returned to the little 
maiden's lips, and she suffered herself to be 
gently led away to be petted and amused else* 
where— the lady and the gipsy boy each holding 
tenderly a tiny hand. 

"Yes," thought Lady Lisle, with a sigh, as 
they proceeded towards the gardens, " it is not 
difficult to console her when Walter is here ; 
but when he is gone (that is to say, when she 
consents to part with him) how will it be then ? 
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Is it possible that I, or Miss Strickland can 
ever hope to win that little heart, as he, the 
gipsy boy, has done ; bnt, as far as I am con- 
cerned/' and again Lady Lisle sighed, whilst 
she affectionately pressed the little hand within 
her own, " on my part nothing shall be left 
undone to make her as happy, as free from sor- 
row as a human being can be in this world. 
Oh, how I will try to the utmost of my power 
to make this child love and reverence me as her 
mother, my poor Sibylla, once did." 

And for the remainder of the day, Lady 
Lisle devoted herself to Zora's amusement, nor 
once slackened her efforts in trying to win the 
little girl's love and confidence. 

Over and over again the gardens 

"Arrayed 
In all the colours of the flushing year.'* 

were explored, and the delicious fruits so 
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plenteous that the branches sank beneath their 
weight commented upon, and partaken of. 
The conservatories, standing in the midst of a 
rising ground, were new wonders in the rest- 
less sight of our young heroine, and with deep 
attention she stood still listening, whilst Lady 
Lisle explained to her, how within these glass 
domes foreign plants and trees lived and thrived 
through the bleakest winter ; and when even 
storms were abroad, and snow lying thick on 
the earth, still these delicate exotics gaily 
bloomed, and sweetly flourished green and 
fair. 

The aviary containing birds of every de- 
scription, from the golden canary to the Indian 
bird with its gaudy crest and wing, was another 
source of great interest, and with her face 
closely pressed against the gilded wires, she 
stood silent for a considerable time. 

When at length she moved from her medi- 
tative attitude, it was to enquire, in a low, 
serious voice — 



Digitized 



by Google 



58 .sibyl's little, daughtes. 

" Lady, are these poor birdies always kept 
in this large cage— -do they never fly about, 
nor sing amongst the trees ?" 

"No, Zora, dear, meat of them are foreign 
birds, and oome from hot climates. They would 
soon die, my little girl, were we to let th&n 
loose, for they are accustomed to the greatest 
oare." 

"But, lady," Zora continued, raising her 
finger, as she spoke, " here I see the yellow 
headed goldfinch, and there the pretty piping 
bull-finch ; yes ! and there, on the top perch, 
winking at me with its round black eyes, one 
poor robin, with its crimson breast. Oh, lady, 
little lady," and Zora's brow Contracted, and 
she gravely shook her head, " it is naughty of 
you to lock up the poor thiugs in this dull 
home. Walter — come away — we will not look 
at them again, they must be very sad and 
sorrowful— fancy you and I, Walter, shut up 
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in a room there/' pointing to the castle, " could 
we be happy any more, dear boy— could Zoe 
run, dance, or sing as she does now — like this 
—like this ?» 

And yielding to a sudden impulse of joy and 
satisfaction, at feeling her beloved liberty, she 
bounded down a slope of smooth green turf, 
waving her arms, and triumphantly singiag a 
verse of her favorite gipsy song :— 



" Oh ! 'tis a happy life I lead, 
Free to wander where I please, 

Like a wild colt in the mead, 
Like a birdie in the trees." 



It was not until some time after the moon, 
with its glittering train, was gilding the gar- 
dens of Lillesmere with its cheerful light, tip- 
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ping the lake with a wreath of silver— that 
Zora was persuaded to listen, with any thing 
like attention to Lady Lisle's and Walter's 
oft repeated wishes and suggestions, thnt she 
should retire to rest. 

Not that the child continued in the same 
state of excitement as when the sun was at its 
height. On the contrary, as the calm evening 
drew on, and all creation lay in soft repose, 
when each bird had ceased its song, all-^save 
the nightingale — the sports of SibyPs little 
daughter, seemed gradually to calm. No lon- 
ger did she desire to wander hither and thither. 
No more ejaculations of wonder or admiration 
were heard, or shouts of ringing laughter, 
neither were there any more tears, or sounds of 
lamentation. 

"Walter was led by his young cousin, to the 
terrace, and desired to seat himself on one of 
its broad mossy steps, a position commanding 
a glorious view of Lady Lisle's domain; in 



Digitized 



by Google 



sibyl's liitlb daughteb. 61 

truth, a perfect English scene, on which nature 
had most bountifully lavished its richest 
charms. 

Zora, wrapped by Lady Lisle, in a large red 
Cashmere shawl, to guard her from the dews 
of night, seated herself on the gipsy boy's 
knees,* and resting her head on his shoulder, 
seemed to give up her whole thoughts to the 
delights of that calm hour. 

Her large blue eyes wandered over the 
wooded park, the meadow land, the valleys, and 
far seen stretch of country, all wrapped in a 
halo, as soft as bright. Then they turned 
upwards to the starry host, and watched the 
Queen of heaven, as she unveiled her peerless 
light. 

Lady Lisle, who sat gazing on the child 
with a kind of fascination, often, afterwards, 
declared that she had never beheld aught in 
childish form so lovely as the young Zora de 
Castro, as she lay in that attitude of medi- 
tation, on this, her first night at Lillesmere. 
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The expression of her countenance appeared 
totally changed from what it had been during 
the long day. Instead of the curling lip, 
there hovered round the half-open mouth, a 
smile! grave and sweet, such as Lady Lisle 
only remembered to have seen once, ancHhen 
on the lips of Lorenzo's wife. Instead of the 
flashing, restless glance which ofttimes startled 
one to behold, there now gleamed in the child's 
wondrous orbs, a something almost solemn. 

Good, gentle, Lady Lisle, take advantage of 
this moment, and pause whilst you gaze on the 
face of your adopted daughter, as it now pre- 
sents itself, for seldom it will thus be seen. 
Alas no — already clouds are gathering not far 
off, and storms and whirlwinds are at hand. 

Zora's gaze continued riveted on the blue 
expanse above her. Was she marvelling to 
herself if it were possible that the world, be- 
yond which no eye, save that of God and His 
angels hath seen, could be fairer, more wonder- 
ful than the home in which she and Walter 
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now were dwelling? Perhaps if tho*# childish 
lips could have expressed themselves in poetic 
language, from them this song of praise might 
hfcve involuntarily burst forth : — 



" Oh, Good ! oh, Great beyond compare, 
If thus th y meaner works are ftur, 
If thus Thy glories gild the span, 
Of ruined, earth, and sinful man* 
How glorious must those mansions be, 
Where Thy redeemed shall dwell with Thee. ! 



Or was it that Zora could have been occupied 
with some new sensation which thus rendered 
her so still and so meditative, on that moon* 
light eve ; could there have been gathering 
round that baby spirit a mysterious awe— a 
vague, undefinable presentiment, that although, 
in the new existence which lay before her, 
there promised happiness, yet, ere long, what 
she prized above all other joys — aye, even 
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more than liberty itself, was soon to pass away 
from her sight. 

It might hare been so; for it was with 
almost an imploring expression that she sud- 
denly fixed her eyes on Walter's face, and whis- 
pered, as she laid her little hand on his — 

" Mamma mia is gone from me, bonita ; but 
you, Walter — say — say that you will never, 
never leave me — " 

"Walter evaded this question by saying, 
coaxingly — 

" If my Zoe will let the lady take her to 
bed, Walter will be here to meet his 
darling to-morrow morning, as early as she 



" But I cannot sleep without you are near 
me," was the rather pettish reply; "where 
will you be all night, dear boy ?" 

" I must go to the tents, Zoe, pet ; my poor 
uncle, he will want me to comfort him — to 
watch with him — v 
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" Ah, Purudad* — poor Purudad," Zora mur- 
mured, mournfully shaking her head. 

" Tea, I am sure Zora will spare you for a 
little while, Walter, when she remembers that 
there are others who have been sad and lonely 
all day, and who are now anxiously expecting 
him. So, come, little treasure — all the birds 
have long ago gone to their nests. Now, is it 
not high time that you, the wildest of them 
all, should be fairly worn out, and ready for 
bed ? We will all walk together to the house, 
and then bid good night to Walter. No one 
shall touch Zora, or undress her, but myself — 
so I am sure you may make yourself perfectly 
happy." 

The Senorita, who in reality was very sleepy, 
made no resistance, till they reached the 
boudoir window, through which Lady Lisle 
intended to enter. But then she stamped her 
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foot, and gave every symptom of intended re- 
bellion. 

" Walter always sings me to sleep/ 9 she ex- 
claimed, passionately. " Why does he not to- 
night ? I must go with him to the tent, Lady. 
Ho, I cannot — will not — follow you." 

Lady Lisle hesitated a moment, and then 
answered — 

" Well then, Walter, I see you must stay 
and sing her lullaby. I will throw open my 
bed-room window; and if you remain here 
below, just where you are standing, Zora will 
hear every word and note you sing ; and here 
is my guitar," she continued, going into the 
boudoir, and taking the instrument from its 
ease — " not quite in tune, no doubt, but suffi- 
ciently so to help to serenade us. Will this 
plan content you, little lady ? You shall stand 
in the balcony and listen to your dear boy 
singing and playing by the light of the 
moon." 

The novelty of this arrangement reconciled 
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the little girl, in a great measure, to parting 
with her companion for the night Bat still 
she was not satisfied, until several more tender 
caresses had been given and returned. 

And again and again had Lady Lisle to 
pause, and patiently t* wait, whilst Walter 
reiterated his promise to be ready waiting to 
receive his Zoe before the lark had finished 
its morning song. 

At length, however, the Jady and child en- 
tered the Castle, and together ascended the 
broad, soft carpeted staircase, and traversed 
the long corridor — Zora casting quick glances 
around her at every step she took* 

At the door of Lady Lisle's dressing-room, 
her maid was standing, waiting to know if 
her services were required, in assisting to dis- 
robe the young stranger; for, after a lengthy 
sermon from Mrs. Goodwin, as to future be- 
haviour towards the adopted daughter of her 
mistress, and the information concerning the 
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noble birth of the child, pretty Mrs- Lucy had 
done her best, during the day, whilst she cut 
ah libitum breadths of richest silk and crape, and 
with her skilful fingers shaped them into a 
little mourning dress, as tastefully and fashion- 
ably as if it had been produced from the first 
Lilliputian warehouse in London, to forget her 
disappointment of the morning ; when, instead 
of a wounded hero, such as she loved so to 
read about, arriving to enliven the castle, and 
to occupy " the white room," she had assisted 
to get ready so nicely — who should come but 
two trumpery brats. 

"However," she said to the head house- 
maid, who just entered the room, as she held 
up the short skirt, with its innumerable tucks, 
and shook it into its proper folds, "she's a 
Count's daughter, I hear ; and I always make 
a point of putting in good work for those that 
have a handle to their name. Yes," and she 
gave a short, contemptuous laugh, " even if it 
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is only a little dark sprig of nobility like 
c ma'amselle,' as our missus below says we are 
to call her," 

Therefore, it was with her prettiest smile 
and curtsey that Mrs. Lucy threw open the 
dressing-room door, and demanded — 

" Shall I put the young lady to bed ?" 

But in another instant the smile was gone ; 
and, with a toss of the head, which well nigh 
sent the apology of a cap over the banisters, 
the offended abigail might have been seen 
trotting down the gallery and back stairs, 
shaking about her little person as she did so, 
and thumping her candlestick down on the 
table in the housekeeper's room, regardless of 
the presence of the stately Doyle and Good- 
win who, tete-a-tete, were solemnly eating their 
supper, exclaiming — 

" Upon my word and honour, what next, I 
wonder, little, impertinent, good-for-naught — 
telling me to be off indeed — and — and — calling 
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me ugly. I'll not put up with such talk from 
a child like that — not I." 



Our Senorita, we regret to say, had in truth 
answered Lucy's polite offer by some such un- 
complimentary, uncivil speech as the above ; 
and, doubtless, had any other little damsel 
given utterance to it, or, peradventure, had a 
certain Miss Strickland been present, a 
severe reprimand would have been the conse- 
quence. 

" But she is so sleepy — so tired," murmured 
Lady Lisle, excusingly, " so we must not scold 
her to-night." 

And, doubtless, had a whole host of govern- 
esses started up, stern and awful — each with a 
lecture on manners and deportment at the tip 
of their severe tongues — Zora would have 
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heeded thorn not. See, she rushes to the 
window — for hark, the strings of a guitar are 
swept, the gipsy boy is singing — 

" Good night, lore* 
May Heaven's brightest stars watch oyer thee, 
Good angels spread their wings and coyer thee. 

And through the night, 

So fair, so still, 

Spirits of light, 

Charm thee from ill, 
My heart is hovering round thy dwelling place, 
Good night, dear, love, God bless thee with His grace." 



Walter's voice ascended clear and sweet — 
but in every note there was a mournful melody 
which must have touched the heart of any one 
who listened to him. 

Truly it might have been said of the young 
serenader that night — 

" II avoit des larmes dans sa ycix." 
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Zora looked down on her dear friend, silent, 
entranced — already it seemed as if the lullaby 
was taking effect — and, as it never had yet 
failed to do, quickly that music so, beloved 
by her, was bringing balmy slumber to those 
restless eyes. Even as she stood at the window, 
she rested her little head on her new mother's 
bosom, and gave a sigh, satisfied, but weary. 

Lady Lisle, in her kneeling posture, and 
without speaking, took off, by degrees, each 
habiliment from the child, and put on her 
little night dress. Zora moved not, nor made 
any resistance — not even when the long tresses 
were smoothed and arranged — her hands and 
face gently bathed with rose water — no, nor 
when the lady lifted the little creature in her 
arms, she merely smiled faintly down on the 
youth beneath — on those large, plaintive, up- 
raised eyes — and kissed and waved her hands, 
murmuring— 

" Sing on, dear Walter — your own wifey is 

not yet asleep." 
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And then Lady Lisle laid her new-found 
treasure — (oh ! that she may indeed prove a 
treasure) — on the little bed prepared close to 
her own, covering her with sheets of the 
finest texture, and counterpane of pale blue silk. 

Walter continued his lullaby — 

" Good night, love, 
Soft lullabies the night wind sing to thee, • 

And on its wings sweet odours bring to thee, 

And in thy dreaming, 

Then all things clear, 

With gentle seeming, 

Come smiling near, 
Now bow thy knees —thy hands now clasp in prayer, 
Good night, dear love — God keep thee in His care." 

Even in her state between sleeping and 
waking, the words that Walter sang were 
heard by the little girl — they were familiar 
to her ; for that evening song, taught to Walter 
by Sibyl, had ever been a favourite one of 
hers. 

" Now bow thy knees — thy hands now clasp in prayer." 
VOL, I. E 
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When this last port of the stanza was pro- 
nounced, Zora suddenly opened her eyes, and 
sprang up. 

" I had forgotten them, Walter," she said — 
" my prayers," 

And turning towards the window, she knelt 
on the bed, and clasped her little hands. 

" Mia mamma," she continued to herself, in 
a half whisper, " is there with God," looking 
up at the azure heavens, " far, far away from 
me — poor Zoe — no mamma now to pray for — 
only my boniio is left me — Walter," 

And raising her voice, she, half speaking, 
half singing, repeated — 

' Good night, dear love — good night — God keep thee in 
His care." 

This was the only prayer she could think of 
at the time ; and with it still on her lips, she 
once more nestled on her downy pillows, 
and the long, dark lashes were soon resting on 
the rose-like cheek. 

Lady Lisle stepped out on the balcony, and 
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leaning over, signed to the gipsy boy to cease, 
saying triumphantly — 

"She sleeps, Walter — our little lady sleeps." 

And closing the window, she prepared to 
watch by the bed, and prevent the slum- 
bers of Sibyl's young daughter being disturbed 
on this her first night at Lillesmere. 

Walter, with a deep-drawn sigh, laid down 
his guitar, and, going forth from those fair 
groves and gardens, hurried towards the Com- 
mon to the tent — that solitary, spectral-looking 
tent — and what a contrast were the faces of 
those on which he now gazed, to the blooming, 
animated ones he had a few moments before 
beheld! 

And the sounds that fell upon his ear — what 
were they ? Oh, Zoe, Zoe — unlike — how 
unlike the gay, careless song thou didst make 
me sing to thee ! 

The groanings and lamentations of SibyPs 
father — and ever and anon, a low, wailing 
dirge from the gypsy Bhoda, are now the 
s 2 
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dismal chants that break the silence of the 
hour. 

But Walter does not sit idly by, but tries to 
soothe and comfort — and, when all his efforts 
fail, then he draws forth the book of life — that 
book which, but for Effie Graham's death and 
Sibyl's sorrows, that child of a wandering race 
might never have seen or heard. 

Soon a young, clear voice may be heard, 
reading from the Bible, and uttering words so 
solemn, yet so consoling, that, ever and anon, 
the large, dark hands of the gypsy king are 
convulsively pressed together, and his quivering 
lips move as if he were about to exclaim — 

" If all this I hear, be indeed true, then, 
Lord, I — even I — heathen savage that I am, 
must fain believe — so help mine unbelief." 

" And there lay the white-robed Bride of 
death, with the wreath of fragrant flowers 
round her brow, and the strange, unearthly 
smile upon her lips. 

Mother and daughter are both sleeping. No 
forms can lie in deeper repose than those two 
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in the Castle and in the tent, over which the 
moon is shedding its glories. Bnt in this 
world will they again awake — arise toge- 
ther ? Will they both spring from their beds 
and rush forth to greet the sun, as it rises in 
its crimson glory o'er the eastern hills ? Alas ! 
for one — the morn will Vainly break in all its 
light and song ! 

But should we weep — lament for her, that 
thus it should be ? Has not Sibyl, the Gipsy's 
Daughter, already opened her eyes in a land 
where there is no night — no darkness — where 
6he will neither slumber or sleep — where the 
sun for ever shineth? Bather let her, the 
mother, weep— if angels can weep— for the 
little one she has left behind in a world, which, 
however fair and beautiful it may appear for a 
season, is, in reality, but too surely — a dreary 
waste — a wilderness of woe. 
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CHAPTER V. 



"Awake, awake, Lady — lazy, sleeping little 
lady — nay dear boy will be here, and Zoe not 
ready to meet him. Up, up, mi Senora, this 
moment, and dress me: quickly, quickly, I 
say." 

By this noisy speech Lady Lisle was startled 
from a dream, in whicfi she fancied she 
saw her adopted daughter standing near a table 
strewed with dingy, tattered lesson books, 
holding a backboard, with her feet in the 
stocks — Miss Strickland, at a little distance, 
triumphantly presenting a slate covered with 
figures and hieroglyphics in one hand, whilst 
with the other she slowly turned round the 
globe. 

" Oh Lady, How can you go on sleeping so 
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long in this dull, hot bed, and on such a gay 
morning too ? Fie, fie ! can you not hear all 
the birds singing away so merrily ? The lark I 
I am sure he must have left his grassy nest an 
hour ago. Hark!" rushing to the window; 
" I think now I can hear his voice — Yes, 
he is there ;" and she clapped her hands with 
glee. "But he is soaring, soaring — high, 
high up — and soon his pretty song will be lost 
in the blue clouds." 

" But is it then so very late ?" said Lady 
lisle, who always rose at an early hour, and 
was afraid that she might really have overslept 
herself, rising, as she spoke, to ascertain the 
hour. " Why, after all, mia Senorita, it is now 
little more than half-past five," and stooping 
down to kiss the child, she returned the 
enamelled watch to its case. 

" Walter and I, never mind what o'clock it 
is," Zora replied, reddening with indignation, 
and retreating from Lady Lisle's caress — " we 
only go by the sun, and when it has finished 
its sleep and is rising in the heavens, then we 
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think it is a shame and a sin to waste our time, 
like sluggards, in bed. But we, Lady, — Walter 
and Zoe — are gipsy children, and you are one 
of the white and puny race, as old Nan calls it, 
and, such as you, care not for air and sunshine, 
but only for fine houses, and chairs, and tables." 
And, with a gesture of contempt, the young 
lady glanced round the luxuriously furnished 
apartment. 

Lady Lisle could not refrain from laughing 
at the little creature's indignant tirade, but, at 
the same time, felt uneasy as she pictured to 
herself Miss Strickland's shocked look of startled 
surprise, the first time such a speech should be 
uttered in her presence — or a similar expression 
shot from such rebellious eyes. 

" Well, if you really will not consent to lie 
down again for an hour, or even half an hour — " 

" Nor yet for a minute," interrupted Zora 
resolutely. 

" Then let me set about your toilette — I see 
it is useless disputing the point — so come into 
my bath-room. But, first of all, you spoilt 
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little girl, do you expect me always to indulge 
you thus ? " 

Zora, knowing that at any rate she had gained 
her own way this time, felt perfectly satisfied, 
and answered by jumping upon a chair and 
putting her arms around her mother's friend. 
' "You will never be cross to me, I know, 
pretty Lady ; " she began in a voice sweet and 
coaxing, but which had in it, perhaps, some- 
thing too much resembling the wheedling tones 
she had so often heard, or imitated, in the gipsy 
women. " You will let me do as I please, and 
never scold me, except when I do wicked 
things, and make Walter look grave and sigh. 
You will love me, Lady, I know, because my 
gipsy boy has told me, and she, too, has often, 
oh often, said, that once, long, long ago, you 
loved Pappa, and Mamma, yes, poor Mamma 
mia." 



Zora went into ecstasies with the marble bath, 
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in which aha was allowed to perform her ablu- 
tions. She declared it was much, much larger 
than the tub Itosy Sally used to wash her in at 
the cottage. 

" And such delicious smelling soap, too, just 
like that which Furadad used to bring from the 
town for Mamma and me." 

" How glad I am that you can find anything 
to admire in your new home !" said Lady Lisle 
laughing ; and then such a plunging about and 
splashing ensued that she was forced to take 
refuge at the further end of the room, the floor 
of which threatened to become, very soon, a 
running stream — as the Senorita stood, shouting 
with merriment, throwing her arms about and 
dashing the water above her head, stopping 
every minute to gather up her dripping hair, 
those troublesome long curls that would escape 
from the comb. 

Lady Lisle, from her corner, stood admiring 
the exquisite proportions and graceful attitudes 
of the little figure, and thought to herself what 
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artists and sculptors would give for a sight 
of it. 

But a sharp knock at the door put an end to 
her ladyship's contemplations, and the little 
bather's amusement. 

It came from Esther, the head housemaid — 
t^e earliest riser of the Lillesmere servants— 
an elderly female of very sour aspect and 
temper ; an excellent servant however, and one 
whose greatest pride in life was keeping her 
rooms (she always called them hers) in apple- 
pie order ; and nearly fidgetted herself and her 
deputy attendants to death from morning till 
night, unless a constant brushing, polishing, 
dusting, and scrubbing were going on in every 
nook, corner, and cranny of the mansion. 
It was not often that Esther's bile was stirred 
up, or that she was rendered very irate, for the 
visitors Lady Lisle received at the castle were 
a particularly orderly set, and not given to ruin 
furniture, break china, &o. But, if perchance 
there happened to be amongst the guests some 
giddy young people, who forgot, or thought it 
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not worth while, to wipe their muddy boots 
before treading on the richly flowered carpets, 
or cared not in what state of disorder they left 
their rooms — then, oh ! woe betide the whole 
establishment ! — even Lady Lisle would quake a 
little when she heard the sounds of the head 
housemaid's grumbles. 

And now, the short sharp knock, was only a 
prelude to an angry invective against the person, 
whoever it might be, who seemed to be kicking 
up such a mess in the bath-room. " I never 
heard the like," said Esther, in gruff vinegrish 
tones, <£ and if it is not given over this instant, 
we shall have all the water running through 
the boards into my dining-room, and then a 
nice state my ceiling will be in." 

" Who's that — and what are you saying ?" 
called out Zora, splashing about more vigor- 
ously than ever. 

At this, the door was briskly opened, and 
the mistress of the brooms popped in her angry 
visage. 

"There is no harm done, Esther," said Lady 
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Lisle, gently, " and the little girl is now nearly 
ready to come out of the bath." 

"And time enough too, I think," was the 
indignant rejoinder — " did I ever see such a 
pickle as the place is in — I wonder, my lady, 
I am sure, that you can bear to see the place 
turned into a well — a fine day's work it will take 
us to mop it all into order again." 

And determined to have her say out, she 
turns to Zora. 

" Aint you ashamed of yourself, missy ? you 
ought to behave yourself better, and not go 
and kick up such a rumpus in other folk's 
houses ; if I was my lady, wouldn't I just take 
and give you a good whipping for your pains ; 
a pretty joke indeed, to have my golden ceiling 
below ruined through such as you." 

" Grumpy old woman !" answered Zora, look- 
ing up saucily, as she crouched down in the 
bath. " See if I can hold my face under water 
while you count twenty." 

Esther, pronouncing the word " impudence," 
bounced out of the room, banging the door 



Digitized 



by Google 



86 sibyl's little daughter. 

after her, and grumbling to herself as she re- 
treated down stairs. 

" I am afraid my little daughter is already 
in a fair way of making enemies for herself 
amongst my servants," said Lady Lisle, shak- 
ing her head chidingly, but smiling the while. 

The rest of the toilet was soon completed — 
and, proceeded more soberly ; Lady Lisle per- 
forming her part as well as she was able, con- 
sidering it was her first attempt at acting the 
part of abigail and coiffeur. 

" And your prayers, Zora," she said, as the 
child snatched up her hat, and was about to 
depart. 

" Oh, not here, lady," was the ready answer, 
— " God cannot hear me in this close room. 
Walter seeks some quiet shady spot, either in 
the woods, or on the breezy hills, and then 
we pray together — and when the sun comes 
shining through the trees, Lady, Walter often 
tells me it is God's piercing eye shining down 
upon us gipsy children. But there he is," she 
exclaimed, clapping her hands — and Zoe just 
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in time — "I'm coming, I'm coming, nd 
bonitol" 

And thus singing as she flew down stairs, in 
another moment she was rushing forth to whh 
her boyish love good morning. 



How the child rejoiced and revelled in the 
delights of that morning ! 

A dewy fragrance brightened o'er that 
little wcrld of gladness, and called forth 
all its sweetness. From each unfolding flower 
the Zephyrs wafted their delicious per- 
fume. Who could marvel at the impatience 
of our young heroine to go abroad that morn- 
ing, when so many pleasures awaited her 
without ? 

Few, indeed, save the true sons of sloth, 
would willingly have remained long sunk in 
dead oblivion in such a home as Lilesmere, 
where each sight and sound caused the eye to 
fill with rapture, the soul to overflow with gra- 



Digitized 



by Google 



88 sibyl's little daughter, 

titude ; whilst it lauded the gracious hand from 
whence each blessing came. 

According to Lady Lisle's orders, breakfast 
was prepared in a beautifully-constructed little 
building, erected by Sir Harcourt in honour of 
his Bride. 

It was situated in that part of the flower- 
garden the lady had taken under her particular 
surveillance, as it commanded a prospect on 
which she loved to dwell. Wood and waters*— 
a distant outline of trees — the village of 
Lillesmere, with pretty cottages scattered 
amongst orchards and hop -fields — the spire of 
the church wherein the remains of the partner 
of many happy days now rested. 

Around the miniature pleasure Palace came the. 
song of a hundred birds, the odour of a hundred 
flowers and shrubs ; in the midst of which stood 
statues ohaste and graceful, and fountains send- 
ing their sparkling crystal waters, tempting 
and refreshing, in the fervent heat of a July 
day. 
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Zora was loud and eloquent in her expressions 
of admiration and approval of all around, and 
chattered away incessantly during the morning 
repast, every now and then starting up from 
her breakfast to chase some gaudy butterfly, 
or gather, just that one delicious moss-rose to 
add to her already splendid bouquet. 

The child's spirits were too much elated — she 
was too giddy and careless at that moment to 
notice the extreme depression and heavy look 
of her young companion, or to meet the doleful 
smile with whioh be responded to her ejacula- 
tions, and original sayings and doings. 

After a long swim in the river, to refresh his 
weariness after a night of watching with his 
wretched uncle, Walter had craved permission 
of one of the servants of the Castle to retire to a 
room wherein he could arrange his simple 
toilette, to render himself more fit, to stand in 
the presence of the noble and high born lady. 

Sibyl had so strongly impressed upon his 
mind the horror she had learnt to feel of any- 
thing approaching to uncleanliness, that the lad 
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gradually began to look upon it likewise in the 
light of a heinous sin or shameful disgrace. 

And now, as he sat there, dressed in his best, 
his shirt collar, so white and carefully smoothed 
— his Sunday, scarlet silk handkerchief, so 
neatly tied, the Senorita fluttered on unheeded ; 
Lady Lisle's attention, for a while, beingen- 
tirely fixed on the gipsy boy. 

He looked so picturesque — so Spanish-like ; 
his hair curling in rich dusters round his 
face and throat, and on his clear brown cheek 
there came and went a tint of such warm bright 
crimson. 

" He would remind me of Lorenzo," thought 
Lady Lisle, as she watched his pensive counte- 
nance, and the melancholy expression of his 
large black eyes as they turned to gaze upon 
this blithesome ehild; "but Lorenzo never 
looked so sad. Surely he is born for better 
things ; his fate cannot be to herd evermore 
with rude wild beings. How willingly 
would I receive him into my house, poor 
boy, in any capacity he chose ; but this cannot 



Digitized 



by Google 



SIBtx's LIITLE DAU0HTBB. 91 

be ;" and she looked at Zora. " Some plan, 
however, must be decided upon to render his 
future life happy ttfid good." 

But how this was to be effected seemed to 
puzzle and perplex the kind lady, and for some 
time she continued thoughtful and distraite. 



We will qot weary our readers by giving «p 
explicit detail of the different pursuits of tfca 
day — suffice it to say, that to both children tfce 
hours seemed all too short. 

To Walter, indeed, every moment that flew 
by reminded him, that nearer and nearer the 
time of separation was drawing ; and yet he 
said to himself, 

" If to-day I feel so sore— such a gnawing 
here," and he pressed his hand to hi* heart : 
" to-morrow ! — ah, what shall I feel— my last 
— my last 1" 

There were moments, however, when he even 
forgot for a while his present and future sorrows, 
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amidst the various scenes into which he had to 
conduct his youthful cousin ; for haying ac- 
quainted herself with every flower-bed and 
blossoming shrub, she was not content to re- 
main more than a portion of the day within the 
gardens and parterres of Lillesmere. 

The poultry-yard, the dairy — yes, even the 
stables, each in their turn, must be visited, and 
Walter's face for a little while, was scarcely 
less eager, or well-pleased, than the little girl's, 
whilst he helped to scatter the grain to the 
fowls and bantams; stood watching the pro- 
gress of churning butter, and skimming the 
rich cream; and lastly, when, according to 
Lady Lisle's desire, the groom led forth from 
their stable, two diminutive ponies, silver grey, 
with sweeping manes and tails, the boy could 
not contain his admiration at sight of the 
little animals, but burst forth into loud pane- 
gyrics on the beauty of their coats, the shape of 
their heads, legs, &c. &c. 

" The young lad seems to be a pretty good 
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judge of horse-flesh, my Lady," said the groom, 
pleased that his favorites should be so much 
appreciated. 

And he was right, — Walter, not only doted 
on the. noble animals, but from his earliest 
infancy, accustomed to attend horse fairs and 
races, with many of his tribe, had learnt 
to distinguish a bad steed from a good, 
and to discuss their different points quite in a 
connoisseur manner. 

Zora, in her ecstasies, danced round the 
ponies, and threw her arms round their necks, 
hugging them so tightly, that the little crea- 
tures, unaccustomed to such proofs of affection, 
threw back their small heads with a loud neigh, 
and pawed the ground impatiently. 

" Oh, you are prettier far than old Dobbin, 
the gipsy pony!" exclaimed Zora, "and won't 
we scamper about on you through the lanes 
and on the hills — and when we are tired and 
resting in the tents, we will tie you to a tree, 
pretty one, and you shall crop the sweet 
heathery grass." 
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The Senorita's language was often such an 
unintelligible jargon of English, Spanish, and 
gipsy gibberish, that it was puzzling to under- 
stand her. 

Such was the case at present — and as she 
rattled on, the groom was forced to stoop down 
his head, and pretend to examine the state 
of Sylvia's mouth, in order to conceal his 
mirth. 

There were soon noisy entreaties from the 
young lady, to be allowed to have a ride — just 
a wee, wee one. So, held on by Walter, and 
led by the groom, for more than half an hour, 
in spite of the heat of a burning sun, round 
and round the stable-yard, the child first 
trotted, then cantered, laughing and shout- 
ing ; while Lady Lisle stood patiently looking 
on, holding the other pony, which made 
sundry attempts to escape after its companion, 
and join in the sports. 

In the course of the day, when the heat was 
most overpowering, — when even the spreading 
branches were not sufficient protection from 
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the sun's fervid rays, when not a fluttering 
breeze stirred the glassy lake, the flowers 
seemed languidly to droop their heads in the 
oppressive atmosphere, Zora consented to enter 
the house, and remain in its cool apartments 
for a short period; but when there, she was 
restless and impatient, wandering up and down 
the saloons, or throwing herself on to the sofas 
and ottomans, bemoaning the loss of " poor 
Mamma Mia," which she invariably did when- 
ever her mind was not amused, or that she 
had nothing else to think about, not caring for, 
or stopping to examine for one minute, the 
many beautiful objects which met her sight 
on every side. 

In vain Lady Lisle threw open her cabinet 
richly inlaid with gold and precious stones, or 
lifted down, for better view, her many curiosi- 
ties and old china. The pictures in their 
massive frames were glanced at in silent con- 
tempt ; books of prints failed to elicit one ex- 
pression of pleasure. In short, as she retreated 
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into the conservatory, leading through the 
drawing-room, dragging Walter after her, 
Zora looked baok at Lady Lisle, shaking her 
head as much as to say, " no, you cannot daz- 
zle me — naught, however gorgeous, within 
these walls has charms for me. Give me a 
gipsy's tent — the air of heaven — and liberty — 
I wish for no more." 
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CHAPTER VI. 



Mb. Hope was announced, whilst the children 
were examining each leaf and blossom of the 
green-house plants. He came to have some 
conversation with Lady Lisle, concerning 
Sibyl's funeral, and to decide on what hour it 
should take place the following day. 

He also spoke of the Gipsy father, and how 
impossible he had found it to extract any 
words from him. He appeared grateful for 
any attention shown to him, but refused to 
leave his daughter's death-bed to speak, ex- 
cepting a few syllables of thanks — to receive 
nourishment or take rest — until the loved form 
was hidden for ever from his sight. 

"But he has promised," said Mr. Hope, 

VOL. I. F 
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"that to-morrow, after the funeral, he will 
accompany me home, and learn his daughter's 
last wishes ; and I dp trust with the sum of 
money that has been left him, he will, in future, 
be able to support himself and gain his liveli- 
hood in a more honourable manner than he has 
hitherto done." 

" It would not surprise me," replied Lady 
Lisle, were he now, unhappy man, to become an 
entirely reformed character. Surely he cannot 
be utterly depraved or devoid of christian 
sentiments and feelings. Sibylla loved him so 
dearly, and he has proved himself so tender a 
father to her." 

" Love for their offspring, my dear lady, is, 
I fear, one of the only virtues the wandering 
race possess," remarked the vicar in a grave 
tone. 

"But, Mr. Hope," continued Lady Lisle, 
" what I so much wish to consult you about is 
this boy, this Waiter, he interests me more than 
I can describe. That, sooner or later, Zora and 
he must be separated I know — I feel it is abso- 
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lutely necessary — but then, what is to become 
of him, is he to be permitted to return to that 
rude, wild race?" 

" Decidedly not, if we can prevent it — there 
are many ways, in which, if he chooses, and has 
really a wish to lead an honest life, he may 
keep clear of his roving associates. Your poor 
friend has bequeathed to the lad quite a suf- 
ficient sum to set him up in a trade, if he will 
only remain in it, and try to blot out the re- 
membrance of his former life, and repent him 
of his misdemeanours, (which, doubtless, young 
as he is, have not been few,) he may get on 
very well, although I have my fears and 
doubts, my lady, that once a gipsy, always a 
gipsy." 

" No," answered Lady Lisle, " not in this 
instance, I feel certain. Since Sibylla joined 
her father, this lad has had but little intercourse 
with his tribe, but has lived entirely at the 
cottage in Hampshire, seeing no one but Zora 
and her mother. Before that period, an event 
* 2 
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occurred — the sudden death in Walter's pre- 
sence of a young lady — whilst in the act of 
imploring forgiveness from her father for an 
offence of poaching, of theft he had committed — 
and this sight, and the dying words of advice 
and warning made such a solemn impression 
on his mind, that from that moment, I believe, 
although he continued to live as the Gipsy, 
new thoughts and better feelings were springing 
up in his soul. Then Sibylla came — my poor 
friend — and when collected and calm, her 
greatest happiness was to teach and counsel 
him. Walter doted on her — worshipped her as 
some being come from another world, and 
daily living as he did, in her saint-like pre- 
sence, witnessing her delicate grace and re- 
finement, inhaling, I may say, the pure atmos- 
phere that breathed around her, has taught 
him to shrink with something like disgust 
from the contrast that presented itself in the 
gipsies' tent — the coarse language — the 
filthy attire, the voices of his people ; this I have 
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learnt partly from Sibylla's last words to me, 
partly from himself." 

" Humph !" muttered the vicar, folding his 
arms and looking grave and meditative; "I 
must think seriously of this matter." 

" And he is so amiable — so sweet tempered !" 
interrupted Lady Lisle energetically; so de- 
voted to the little girl ; yet never suffering her 
to do what is wrong. One serious word or look 
is sufficient rebuke for him. I know he dreads 
the separation from his companion — his sister I 
may say, although he never yet has uttered to 
me one word on the subject. You would be 
surprised too, dear sir, to hear his sensible re- 
marks on different subjects; to notice his anxiety 
and thirst for knowledge. If Zora would allow 
him any peace or liberty, and was less ezigeante 
on his time and attention, for hours he would 
be contented to sit studying some book. As for 
me, I am quite astonished to find how well 
versed he is already in the Bible ; and Sibylla 
has taught him to write as good a hand as any 
gentleman need write." 
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" Well, we must make a clerk of him, said 
Mr. Hope, " or, perhaps, let him be educated 
for a master in some national school. Eh ! my 
lady, won't this do ? " 

Lady Lisle did not look satisfied at this pro- 
posal. "He seems to me so superior to any- 
thing of this description,'' she began, and then 
paused. " I suppose I must confess," she con- 
tinued, laughing and colouring, " that, because 
he is so interesting— so handsome, and has such 
a voice, that I am foolish enough to dream of 
betterthingsforhim — that I am incline&to raise 
bim a few steps higher than if he were merely 
a clever, good-looking son of my gardener, or 
housekeeper. He is so connected in my mind 
with Sibylla thatj" lowering her voice, "I often 
forget poor Walter was born and bred the com- 
mon Gipsy." 

"Gome, come, my lady !" answered the vicar, 
half jokingly, with his kind fatherly smile, " I 
see how it would be, were it possible; this 
bonny faoed Romano would be kept at the 
Castle, in the capacity of a pretty page, with no 
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more dirty work to do than fill your vases with 
flowers— feed your birds — act occasionally as 
amanuensis — and read aloud to you in the long 
winter evenings. No, no, we must not have 
you make a hero of him ; be satisfied with the 
little heroine of this strange romance of real 
life, and leave the young Egyptian in my hands. 
Wait till the funeral is over, and then we will 
have a grave consultation concerning the youth, 
and lay down a plan for his future prospects." 

Lady Lisle then communicated to the Vicar 
her hopes and expectations that the earnest 
request she had made to Miss Strickland would 
not be rejected ; but that in a day or two she 
should hear her highly esteemed friend had 
consented to undertake the education of Zora 
de Castro ; that is to say," continued her lady- 
ship, " help me to educate her, for how gladly~ 
how willingly — will I lighten dear Miss Strick- 
land's labour, by devoting as many hours of the 
day as she pleases to the little girl's instruction 
Zora, from what I have seen of her, will cerr 
tainly require some one to be very firm ; one 
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who, unlike my silly self, will not be weak 
enough to give way to all her whims and 
fanoies — some one, in short, who, without using 
harsh measures, will gain a complete influence 
over her mind and temper; and, were I to 
search the whole world over, where eould I find a 
person better calculated to mould the heart and 
disposition of this dear child — will she not 
ground her in principles and sentiments such 
as hare been the happiness and support of my 
existence ? Will she not sow the seeds of re- 
ligion and virtue, which will bring forth, with 
God's blessing, their fruits in due season ? But 
you do not answer me," said Lady Lisle, after 
a pause. " Do you not think I have done right 
in urging Miss Strickland to come ? " 

"When did you ever, to my knowledge, my 
dear lady, do what you considered not most 
right ?" Mr. Hope replied. "What you 
have just told me is only what I would have 
expected — the most natural thing for you to 
do — applying for assistance to the friend and 
instructress of your youth. No, what kept me 
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silent, were a few rising doubts and fears as 
to whether Miss Strickland will willingly un- 
dertake such a charge. You must remember that 
although still in the full vigour of talent and 
intellect, our worthy friend is considerably older 
in years, since first she entered on her gover- 
ness career — the question is, whether she is fit 
— is strong enough (for, I do confess, I think 
it will take a person in first-rate condition to 
break in this wild young colt), to begin, at 
her time of life, from the very bottom of the 
hill, with the prospect, 1 should say, of not 
reaching to the top till after a long and 
difficult climbing. Is it not likely that Miss 
Strickland may prefer ending her days of 
tuition in finishing off the education of young 
ladies of England — in touching up their aristo- 
cratic fingers and ideas. After such pupils as 
you, my lady, and this prodigy of a Lady 
Agnes — the good woman may be at a loss to 
set about taming such little rebels as (and he 
nodded his head goodnaturedly) that blue eyed 
p 5 
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one who I see peeping at me through the 
flowers yonder." 

" But if it is only For a time/' said Lady 
Lisle, with a distressed air ; "a year or two- 
just to put me on some sensible plan with Zora 
I should be satisfied. I assure you, dear sir, 
it is impossible to judge of the little creature 
as we see her now — what child would not be 
naughty and unruly after such a life as she has 
led — after witnessing such scenes as must have 
passed around her when surrounded by a 
crew of wild people, with no one to control her 
but that young lad, and her unhappy, sometimes 
almost frantic parent. When that poor Walter 
is disposed of, and Zora has learnt to look up to 
Miss Strickland as her counsellor and example, 
surely the tisk before us will not be so very 
difficult — who so meek, docile, and retiring as 
her mother, Sibylla ?" 

The good rector still looked grave, and thought- 
fully, no doubt, he pondered in his mind the 
grave responsibility his valued friend Lady 
Lisle had taken upon herself in thus adopting 
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this child of nature ; and the lady reading, most 
probably, his thoughts, continued her warm 
extenuation of the apparently wilful disposition 
of her charge. 

" And. dear sir, Count Lorenzo, no one 
could have guessed him to be a Spaniard— *so 
gentle, so amiable was his character ; and why 
must this little one prove so entirely the reverse 
of her parents ? Why must we already believe 
that in her veins there flows nothing purer or 
gentler than that of the gipsy race ?" 

" Why, indeed ?" replied Mr. Hope, "to 
judge so hastily of a little being like this would 
truly be sinful, unjust — pardon me, dear Lady 
Lisle," he continued, affectionately, seeing that 
there were tears in her eyes, " if I have given 
you pain, by throwing, as it were, cold water 
on your scheme — with all my heart, I hope 
it will succeed, and that you and Miss Strick- 
land may live to reap the reward of your pains, 
and be able to laugh at the doubts I once dared 
to suggest — whilst you triumphantly point out 
to me your glorious pupil." 
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The conversation was here interrupted by the 
said pupil, who long ago would have made her 
entrie into the drawing-room had it not been 
for Walter's interference. 

Whilst, howver, he was intent on examining 
the delicate leaves of a splendid magnolia, Zora 
took the opportunity of escaping from the con- 
servatory, and approached the ottoman upon 
which Mr. Hope was seated. 

She planted herself before him, slyly casting 
up her eyes, brimming with fun and mischief — 
then curtseying low, said, in a coaxing, wheed- 
ling voice— 

" Come, my arrincina Arai* please to cross 
my hand with a bit of silver, and let the gipsy 
girl your fortune tell." 

Mr. Hope laughed heartily. 

"You regular little witch," he said, taking 
her on his knee, and holding up the merry 
face iu both his hands ; " how dare you talk 
such stuff to an old man like me — tell my for- 

* Pretty .gentleman. 
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tune indeed — capital — well, what is to be told 
— a gouty foot, or rheumatic back ? no, no, 
you naughty puss/' he continued, trying in 
yain to look grave ; " I am a clergyman, and 
a very awful old gentleman, I can assure you. 
I am not going to encourage you in these 
foolish, gipsy tricks. My lady," he said, in a 
half whisper, " cannot you picture to yourself 
the horror and dismay of Miss Strickland's ex- 
pression, should her pupil greet her in this 
novel fashion ?" 

Mr. Hope doted on children ; and there was 
something in his kind, cheerful manner and 
ways with them that never failed to draw 
them to him. 

" Old as I am," he was often laughingly 
heard to declare, " I am always ready, to throw 
aside any favorite study in which I may be 
engaged, to watch the pranks and gambols of 
a happy English child." 

And not only did he watch them — for often 
when a rural fete was given at Lillesmere, or 
there were boys and girls amongst the Castle 
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guests, the grey-haired viear would be the 
promoter and leader of their merriest gambols. 
Zora felt equally fascinated as the rest of her 
little species. In general, she hated strangers, 
either young or old ; but now, quite at her 
ease, contentedly remained on the Vicar's knee, 
very noisy with her tongue, and insisting on 
obtaining possession of one of his hands to 
examine the palm, and see whether the lines 
thereon were lucky or not. 

" We must summon Walter to keep order," 
said Lady Lisle, laughing, and going to the 
conservatory, where the boy was standing, 
pale and pensive, she bade him follow her. 

Mr. Hope fixed his eyes steadily, as Walter, 
blushing deeply, made his humble but not un- 
graceful obeisance to the clergyman. 

" Veramente e hello quel garzone^ murmured 
Mr. Hope. 

"We hear and know what you say," ex- 
claimed Zora, quickly sliding off the vicar's 
knees ; " you think we cannot understand you, 
gentleman — but we do — and you say that my 
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dear boy is beautiful — and jou are right, Arai 
— for he is beautiful and good — and Zoe loves 
him dearly." 

She threw her arms impetuously around the 
boy. But Walter returned not her caresses, 
save by a melancholy smile and gentle stroking 
of the hair. 

" What a subject for an artist, this splendid 
young couple !" said Mr. Hope, turning to 
Lady Lisle, and addressing her this time in 
German, " for KidclifFe, for instance. I wish 
to have a little conversation with you, my lad," 
he continued, again regarding Walter gravely 
and steadily. 

Walter advanced towards the vicar with an 
anxious countenance. 

" From what I hear, from this kind lady, I 
have great hopes that henceforth you mean to 
turn over a new leaf — that is to say, that you 
intend commencing a new career, and, renounc 
ing your former course of life, live henceforth 
as a human being and a Christian — is it true 
—eh?" 
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" Sir," answered Walter, energetically clasp- 
ing his hands together, whilst tears gathered 
in his eyes, "indeed, from my heart, I will try 
to act as I onght to do." 

" It delights me to hear you say so," Mr. 
Hope replied ; " and if you will ever bear in 
mind that there is a God above who ceases not 
to watch and scan our most secret words and 
actions— if you never forget the home of hap- 
piness or misery prepared for all of us, rich 
or poor, when our earthly existence is at an 
end, in whatever station of life you may be 
placed, your Heavenly Father will be your 
friend and benefactor." 

Walter bowed his head, but could not answer ; 
his heart was very; full; for whilst the good 
vicar thus spoke, in imagination, the gipsy boy 
was carried back to Effie Graham's death scene 
— to the lonely Cottage in the valley — to those 
moments when from the lips of two dying ones 
similar words of warning and advice had been 
faintly breathed. 

" As far as I am concerned," Mr. Hope went 
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on to say, " I will do all I can for you, have 
you prepared and educated for any occupation 
or trade you fancy. Lady Lisle tells me you 
have made good use of the advantages which 
have so providentially fallen in your way ; 
that you can write and read — that you value 
your Bible, and other sacred hooks." 

"Books I' 9 interrupted Zora, stamping her foot 
impatiently. " Who cares for hooks, when it is 
not lesson time ; and that time never comes now* 
No, not since \f e left the cottage. Walter reads 
sometimes when Zoe will let him," smiling 
archly ; " but I," and, tossing back her curls, 
she slightingly pushed aside a volume lying on 
the table, "do not — never will love books. 
No, no," she went on raining her voice, and 
speaking more and more rapidly, "I know 
the names of the wild wood flowers — the trees 
of my forest home. I can tell the notes of 
each bird, and I can sing as clearly, as merrily 
as any one of them. I can dance on the soft 
green turf, climb the steepest and roughest 
hill, wade through the brooks and streams — but 
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books — books, with their hard black words — 
what do I want with them ? I leave them for 
fine little ladies like you, Senora ; for old men, 
with white hair, like you, Arai," she cried, 
triumphantly snapping her fingers, as she turned 
her saucy little face first to Lady Lisle, then to 
Mr, Hope. Then, with a ringing langh of glee, 
bounded through the window on to the lawn. 

Ct Alas ! for thee — oh, peerless teacher of 
young ideas !" groaned the vicar, as he rose to 
follow the wild child, shruggingthis shoulders, 
and feigning a look of extreme commiseration. 
" Miss Strickland, poor unfortunate and greatly- 
to-be-pitied, Miss Strickland ! I see very well, 
that at any rate, until that worthy lady makes 
her appearance, I must take this Will-o'-the- 
wisp — thisFlibbef tijibbet under my surveillance. 
How must I set about it, Walter ? What must 
I do to render myself a bug-bear in her eyes ?' 

"Be very firm with Zoe," the lad answered ; 
lc but, oh 1 sir, never, never harsh." 

" Bule her with a rod of barley-sugar — that's 
what you mean, my boy, is it not ? Look at 
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her now, the harum-scarum thing, tearing 
about and terrifying those peaoocks out of their 
senses — making them screech till we are well 
nigh deafened. Stop, you little mad-cap, do 
you hear ?" and the old gentleman, after some 
difficulty, and a considerable loss of breath, 
rather irritated by the din that was going on 
around him, succeeded in oapturiug the Senorita, 
and, planting the little fairy on his shoulders, 
bid her sit quietly there or he would give her a 
good ducking in the Lake. 

Lady Lisle insisted on Mr. Hope remaining 
to tea. " Although," he said, " to-morrow I 
shall be so fully occupied at home, I ought, by 
rights, to be now attending to parish matters ; 
however, I will stay, as it is plainly evident," 
nodding to Zora, " that my presence is absolu- 
tely neoessary to keep this wee wilful woman 
in order." 



The more Mr. Hope saw of Walter, the more 
he was pleased and astounded. His mannera 
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half hour, you would accompany us for a row 
on the Lake — that time is now past, and I 
have not heard one very noisy speech or 
laugh." 



The little party repaired to the Lake, and 
were soon seated in the pretty Gondola-shaped 
pleasure boat. 

At first, Zora, highly excited by the novelty 
of her situation, began by being fidgetty, and 
by her continual sudden starts and movements, 
(for she was never content with expressing her- 
self in mere words), threatened to prove no 
agreeable or safe companion. 

But Mr. Hope, knitting his brows, and try- 
ing to make as fierce a face as he could, called 
out, that if he saw her jump up from her seat 
again, he should immediately have the boat 
rowed to shore, and that she should be left 
there alone, to get on as well as she could by 
herself. 

Zora answered by a short careless laugh, but 
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seeing how grave Walter looked when he 
whispered to her — "Zoe, dear Zoe, you must 
indeed mind what that gentleman says to you ; 
remember too, he is a clergyman, and none 
ever dare to disobey him," the young lady 
felt a slight sensation of awe creep over her, 
and began to suspect, that although the Arai* 
had white hair, and could not run without 
panting for breath, he was not to be trifled 
with, so she pressed very closely to her dear 
boy, and sat quiet and thoughtful, now and 
then peeping through her curls at the Vicar, 
to see if he were still making an ugly face at 
her, then quickly hiding her wioked blue eyes 
ou Walter's shoulder. 

Poor Walter, as he glided on that placid 
lake, such a contrast to life's troubled streams 
on which he should so soon be tossed, strove to 
banish from his mind, all, save the delicious 
calm of that hour. He would not think of his 
to-morrow. 

* Gentleman. 
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Lady Lisle expressed a wish to hear how his 
voice sounded on the water. 

The boy instantly obeyed, and chose his 
blithest song. Swelling high his notes, he told 
triumphantly of youth's happy hours— of the 
joys of this world ; he told not that the golden 
sunshine, the brightness of his youth was 
passing away, that the green land of his child- 
hood's home was henceforth to become a dark 
and dreary waste to him. 

No, he dared not sing mournfully, or breathe 
in his song one farewell tone, for if he did, 
oh ! would not his sinking heart have failed 
him, and, instead of a song, would there not 
have been a cry of childish misery and 
despair ? 

So on he sang, that gipsy boy — so gaily — so 
recklessly — such a wild glitter in his eye 
such a crimson flush burning on his olive 
cheek, that the boatmen rested on their 
dripping oars, and stared in amazement. 

Lady Lisle and Mr. Hope looked at each 
other as if to enquire — 
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"What change is this so suddenly come 
over the lad ?" 

Zora occasionally joined in with her wild 
notes, beating time with her little hands, her 
countenance radiant with pleasure and anima- 
tion. She did so love to hear Walter sing his 
gipsy song. But suddenly, as if exhausted, 
the boy's voice was hushed, and his head sunk 
dejectedly on his breast. 

Zora nestled closer and closer to his side. 

"Now let us talk together,," she whis- 
pered ; " look up— there is the evening star 
— our star — beginning to twinkle above us. 
Is it not like a bright dew-drop, hanging in 
the purple clouds ? Walter, if poor Mamma 
Mia would but come back again — should we 
not be happy children here ?" 

Without waiting for a reply, fortunately, 
she went on in her childish way to sketch out 
plans for their future amusement. The rides 
they should have together — the gardens she 
meant to select for herself and Walter's own 

VOL, I. Q 
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especial property — the long rambles they 
would take as formerly. 

" Oh ! Zoe, hush/' the gipsy boy murmured, 
turning away, and burying his face in his 
hands. 

But he had to listen on to words which, 
like daggers, pierced to his heart's core. He 
heard his dear one — his little sister, in her 
happy ignorance, telling of joyful days they 
were to pass — of a future path, strewn with 
roses, illumined by the brightest sunshine, 
they, two loying children were to tread for ever 
inseparable* 

Walter heard all this ; still he sat silent, 
immoveable. He let her talk on — for one 
thing he had determined — from his lips, Zora 
should not learn that her visions of future en- 
joyment and bliss were shortly to be de- 
stroyed— »that the friend of her gipsy days was 
about to desert her. 

Oh ! no— from that sharpest pang — witness- 
ing the grief of his devoted darling, poor 
Walter must spare himself. 
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Is it not enough that he has vowed to leave 
her — to give up his treasure, perhaps, for 
ever ? Others must take upon themselves the 
burden of the heavy task ; and when he is 
far, far away, answer to the child's passionate 
enquiry^— 

" Where is my brother ?" 

Gone ! ! ! 



But Lady Lisle must be informed of his in* 
tentions — to her he must confide that 
already his promise made to the dying Sibyl 
was about to be fulfilled ; and that when the 
evening star again gleamed down upon them, 
he would bring the little one, lay her in her 
arms, and take a last farewell kiss. 
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CHAPTER VII. 



WaLtee had made up his mind that he would 
speak that night, when Zora had been con- 
veyed to bed, and sang to sleep; and Lady 
Lisle had descended once more into the garden 
to give some further directions concerning 
SibyPs funeral. 

It was arranged that the sad ceremony should 
take place early on the following morning. 

Walter was not to appear at the Castle till 
after it was over — Mr. Hope being strongly of 
opinion, that the little girl ought not by any 
means to be allowed to attend her mother's 
funeral. 

The eight would most likely affect the child 
in some most extraordinary and injurious man- 
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ner — and her wild distress be likely to redouble 
the anguish of her unhappy grandfather. 

' Mr. Hope advises me to say nothing on 
the subject whatever to her," said Lady Lisle, 
" not even that the ceremony is to take place ; 
therefore, I must endeavour to form some ex- 
cuse for leaving her to-morrow so early, with 
my maid to dress her. No doubt, she will be 
very angry at this arrangement, poor little 
thing — but we cannot help it — for, indeed, I 
must see my poor Sibylla to her last resting- 
place in my own church-yard." 

Lady Lisle had something more to say to 
Walter on the same sad subject. She told him 
that a suit of black would be ready for him on 
the morrow to wear in respect to the memory 
of the departed. 

"And we must inform you Walter," she 
continued, "how thoughtfully — how kindly 
Sibylla has remembered — has provided for you 
— you need no longer be a houseless wan- 
derer." 

" Lady," interrupted Walter, hoarsely, i will 
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you heat me whilst I tell you— ." He stopped 
abruptly. 

"What is it, Walter T f s«id Lady Lisle, 
gently. "Tell me all you wish— I am quite 
ready to hear you." 

" Yes, lady, you ate kind and good to me ; 
every one is good to me ; I don't deserve it, for 
I am cowardly and wicked ; but, lady, pity me 
—forgive me : I am so miserable, and I have 
loved her — oh, how well — how much— I never 
knew till now," 

" My poor boy," and Lady lisle laid her 
hand on his clasped ones ;" I know you loted 
her (she thought he spoke of Sibyl), and easily 
can I imagine how you dread to-morrow." 

Walter started. Had his secret then been 
guessed ? 

" But," continued Lady Lisle, " recollect it 
is only the poor, wasted body we are about to 
consign to the dark, narrow bad— in heavaa her 
happy spirit— —" 

"Lady, dear lady," interrupted the gipsy 
boy, emphatically, "I know that; and'tw not 
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because that spirit has flown from my sight 
that I now sigh and weep — she is evermore freed 
from sin, pain, and care; and I would not, if I 
could, bring her back again. Oh! no, sweet 
lady, it is of Zoe, my little sister,, I would 
speak — my sister, did I say ? y and he lowered 
his voice into a strange, sad whisper ; " yes, 
mine own — still for a few short hours;" then, 
as if a thought had struck him, he said has- 
tily — "But not to-night, lady; there will be 
time enough to speak to-morrow. What need 
to keep you here at this late hour ? Indeed 
you must be weary of us children- My 
uncle too— will he not be expecting me to 
watch with him far the last time ?' 

The boy spoke fast and incoherently. He 
took Lady Lisle's proffered hand, and kissing it, 
almost wildly, murmured — 

" Lady, pray for the gipsy boy, that he may 
be strong — firm," then hurriedly departed* 



The tent wherein the remains of the Gipsy's 
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Daughter lay was nearly concealed from Wal- 
ter's view when he reached the common. Crowds 
of his wandering fraternity were eagerly press- 
ing round the rude home of death, to take a 
laat view of their Queen. 

Some of our readers may, perhaps, remember, 
that> Mfttmvy to Basil Deane's orders, the gang 
tad ^mptitiously followed the Caravan from 
ttawip&hiws and arrived at Lillesmere on the 
*** *>f SifeyPs burial. 

tl^y had been permitted to feast their eyes 
for ttie brief minute on the marble-like form ; 
ttaa Basil Deane had sternly waved them off. 
They were still clamorously entreating for one 
more look of their blessed Queen — their lily 
lady — when Walter appeared among them. 

a Yon beg for us, Walter" the gipsies cried, 
surrounding him ; " you get us a sight of her 
bonny face, my lad." 

" It is hard on us to be treated thus," cried 
several at once. " When she was alive, the poor, 
sweet misery, we were not allowed to come 
nigh her, because as how we were thought to 
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frighten and worry her, since she had been 
used to such fine, grand company beyond the 
seas. But now, surely, looking on her 
stretched out there can do her spirit no harm." 

"Keep them off mother," Walter implor- 
ingly whispered to Ehoda; "persuade them 
to pitch their tents on the other side of the 
Common ; this noise and uproar will drive poor 
uncle mad — will make him desperate," 

"Oh, but Walter,"" whimpered the gipsy 
woman, shaking her head reproachfully, " why 
is it you have behaved so cruel to me, and 
never come near me for two dreary days, but 
left me up here with not a mortal creature to 
speak to, except that poor, dumb, stricken man ; 
the old parson gentleman I counts next to 
nothing by way of company ; for though he has 
been to the tents pretty often, and brought a 
tidy show of victuals too, along with him, 
yet he hasn't but a very few words to give to 



me." 



" Mother," answered Walter, trying to dis- 
g 5 
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engage himself from her hold, " I could not 
leave Zoe, I " 

" Ha, ha/' croaked old Gipsy Nan, with a 
bantering spluttering laugh, " still after the 
baby love, my lad ; — are yon going to coax the 
great people who have got the saucy bit of 
goods in their clutches, to rear you up along 
with her in the same gilded cage — have you 
set your heart upon being let to go on billing 
and cooing — feeding her with sugar and kisses, 
till the time comes for her to be mated? " 

"Let me go mother," said the boy, pas- 
sionately; glancing defiance at the old hag, who, 
together with the motley group, were pres- 
sing closely round him. 

" Aye, but tell us in sober earnest, there's a - 
good chick," Khoda persisted, still holding 
Walter's arm firmly in her strong grasp, and pre- 
venting his escape, " what are they doing with 
our bit blithesome birdie ? are they breaking 
her pretty heart to pieces and turning her into 
a rubbishing fine lady — is her poor old Bibbi 
never to be let see her again ; because the 
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mother has been taken from us — a mercy too, 
poor creature — is the little one to be stolen 
from her own kin?" 

And Bhoda, who really doted on Zora, 
sobbed out loud* 

"Stolen— yes, that's the word," shrieked 
old Nan, " aint it Master Walty — stolen from 
the whole gang of us — you into the bargain — 
they wont stand such as we down at the great 
place, will they my boy ?— every dog has its 
day — and yours is over — old Nan can tell 
that by the look of ye, and she peered into his 
face. Good bye to kissings and huggings for 
the present, eh ? isn't that the thing you have 
been told, to make yourself scarce, for the 
lassie's gipsying days are over, and now she's to 
be taught to toss her proud head at us, and 
treat us like the scum of earth." 

" Not she, God bless her !" exclaimed Bhoda 
and Eosy Sally in a breath. 

u Well, perhaps you are right there," 
answered the crone, fumbling in her pocket, 
and extracting from some strange receptacle, a 
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pinch of snuff — " the girl, saucy chit as she is^ 
has one good point, which, in my eyes saves 
her from being a regular good for naught — " 

" Be silent," cried Walter, menacingly, 
" how dare you talk thus of her child," pointing 
to the tent " of the Count's daughter." 

" Ha, ha, ha !" chuckled old Nan, rubbing 
he skinny hands together, and rocking her 
decrepit person to and fro ; " how chafed he's 
getting, the young Turkey-cock — hold him fast 
Mother Bhoda, or I shall be having him taking 
a fly and a rush at me, and he'd soon batter me 
into a pancake, with those strong fists of his ; 
and after all, what I am going to tell ye, is 
what ought to make you look pleasant and 
cheery, and not as if you had a mind to put an 
end to poor old Nan — Listen !" 

And approaching still closer to the boy who 
recoiled from her with disgust, she continued 
speaking in a low, hissing tone of voice. 

** Proud and impudent though she be, the 
big blue-eyed doll, and all that's bad, which she 
takesfrom heroutlandish father, depend on't, she 
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has no lack of our blood running in her veins — ■ 
not alone her mother's feckless milk, like blood, 
but that of the whole race from whence she 
sprang — wild — daring — " 

Here the witch-like creature threw up 
her arms above her head with a laugh of 
triumph, 

"Walter" — she went on to say— "do you 
know if that baby would have let me, I could 
almost have loved her, just because she's got 
such a right down devil of a spirit in her ; and 
at times, such a regular look of a real born 
gipsy about her from top to toe. Aye, aye, 
Walter — and do what them will, the great 
folks — hang me if they ever rub it out of her— 
they may clip her wings, and fancy they've got 
her safe — but won't she \>e a flying off some 
day — they w'U bid her forget her Gipsy home, 
and the dark people there ; and perchance for 
a time, she may seem to forget, and chirp and 
sing in her cage, as many a poor bird pining 
for liberty has done before her, but forget! 
ha, ha, ha ! — not she ! and, Walter boy, 
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prick up your (ears, for this is the turn of my 
story which will make you chuckle and hug 
yourself for joy,) and listen to it, not as an old 
wife's fable, but the foreseeing of abody, who 9 t 
well-nigh ever since she was weaned from her 
mother's breast, has learnt to read the fortunes 
of her fellow mortals." 

Then pausing for an instant, her skinny 
fingers spread out towards the stars, muttered 
words of an unearthly gibberish mumbled 
from between the toothless gums. "1 tell 
you, that when the time oomes for pairing 
off their captive bird, they may bring her 
sweethearts rich and comely — some who will 
want to cany off the prize, with its gay bright 
plumage — but never fear, my manikin, it you 
are in the way — if she has caught sight of you, 
her old love," and old Nan shook her grizzly 
looks, and raised her voice to a shriek — " the 
girl will snap her fingers at them all — will 
burst her chains and seek out her playmate. 
Yes, yes, 'tis true, if anything in this world 
ever turns out true, and she will call for her 
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cushto chan— her Bomeno lover — and then, 
hurra for the Gipsy wife. 

A rude laugh from the crowd followed this 
harangue. Walter, almost beside himself with 
rage, on having to listen to the old beldame's 
presumptuous words, gave a more desperate 
plunge, and succeeded in extricating himself 
from the grasp that was upon him, and darting 
a fierce glance around, as much as to say — 

" It will be the worse for any one who dares 
stop me"— made his way to the tent. 

He expected to find his uncle greatly irri- 
tated and disturbed by the noise that had been 
going on without — but no — 

That night his senses seemed deadened — long 
fastings and watchings were fast weakening 
his frame, and bringing the strong man very 
low. — He noticed no one — not even Walter, 
but lay till sunrise, his head resting on Sibyl's 
coffin, not asleep, for his eyes never closed, but 
in a state of lethargy, or stupor. 

But the Gipsy King started up, fully roused — 
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too keenly alive to what was about to happen— 
the moment had arrived that he was bid, 
kindly but firmly, to move aside, for the coffin 
which had formed his pillow must be closed. 

Mr. Hope had, for the miserable father's 
sake, seeing that his only consolation consisted 
in gazing on his dead child's placid face, de- 
ferred the bitter moment, until as late a period 
as possible, and it was only two hours before 
the funeral, that the good clergyman had sent 
some men from the villiage to make the 
preparations. 

Mr. Hope accompanied them, for he feared 
the unhappy man, in the state he was then 
in, might make some violent resistance, and 
refuse to allow his beloved dead to be hidden 
from his sight. 

And for many minutes Basil Deane did stand 
erect, drawn up to his full height, his eyes 
glaring from under their shaggy eyebrows — 
like a lion jealous for its offspring — ready to 
spring on and tear to pieces the first who 
dared touch his precious one. 
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But the threatening, fiery look of the man 
was gradually quenched and changed to one of 
stern resignation and despair. Once more he 
bent o'er his child, with hands quivering as if 
with palsy — gathered up the flowers that were 
strewn about the corpse — then, as if he dared 
not trust himself to take even another look on 
the waxen features, the Gipsy King covered 
them with the sheet, and turning to the men 
who stood looking on at the scene, as they 
afterwards declared, " with their hearts in their 
mouths," signed to them to do their duty. Mr. 
Hope did his best to persuade the father to 
leave the tent during the dismal process, but 
in vain. 

There he remained obstinately throughout it 
all. The tortures he endured, whilst wrestling 
with his agony, must have been very great, for 
the veins in his forehead swelled almost to 
bursting — large beads of sweat fell on the 
ground — and with each stroke of the hammer 
that shut out from his sight all he had ever 
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loved — his once blooming beautiful daughter — 
there came from that Gipsy father's labouring 
breast a gasp, a smothered cry of Utter 
anguish. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



Off the morning of the funeral — of that day 
which was to prove so sad a one, not alone 
because the Gipsy ^Daughter must be consigned 
to her early grave, but that two young beings, 
at its close, were about to be parted, not 
by death, but .from necessity— -duty — Lady 
Lisle crept stealthily from her bed at an 
early hour, and glancing earnestly at the 
little couch, was relieved by perceiving that its 
occupier still slept — although by the continual 
tossing, to and fro, of arms and legs, and the 
fidgetty movements of the head, about the pil- 
low, this greatly desired slumber promised to be 
of very short duration. 

Lady Lisle's great wish at that moment was 
to be able to leave the house before Zora awoke. 
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She knew veiy well that the child would be 
extremely indignant if she saw her ready 
dressed for going out, and she to be left behind ; 
and that time would be wasted in attempting 
to pacify and persuade her to remain at home, 
and be content with the society of Mrs. Lucy, 
for a few hours. 

Lady Lisle dreaded the questions that would, 
she knew, be showered upon her — as to where 
she was going, and why she was obliged to 
leave the Castle alone at such an early hour — if 
Walter could not be sent to her immediately, 
and so forth ? 

As rapidly, therefore, as possible, but scarcely 
daring to move about the dressing-room, for 
fear of arousing the little slumberer next door, 
Lady Lisle performed her toilette, giving, during 
the concluding part of it, whispered directions 
to her maid, concerning the care that must be 
taken of Mademoiselle de Castro until her 
return. 

" Tell her," murmured Lady Lisle, " that I 
shall be absent a very short time ; and that 
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when she has finished her breakfast with you, 
up here, Walter and I shall be ready waiting 
for her in the garden ; you must not mind if 
she is a little troublesome at first, Lucy ; re- 
member what a child she is, and her naughti- 
ness is really nothing but ftin and high spirits ; 
so be patient \tith her, and as kind and cheer- 
ful as you can." 

"I'll do my best, my Lady," Mrs. Lucy 
answered, rather sharply, and not looking over 
pleased at the thought of her morning's em- 
ployment, " but, as your Ladyship knows, I've 
never been used to children — and this one does 
not seem to fancy strangers." 

"Mademoiselle de Castro is a very uncommon 
child," said Lady Lisle, gravely, " and has lived 
in such complete retirement, that she has had 
no opportunities of being educated or controlled, 
so that anything in her disposition is easily ac- 
counted for. But, hush, that was her voice." 

And Lady Lisle threw over her bonnet the 
thick, black, crape veil. 
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" You must go to her at once, Lucy, for I 
have no time to spare.' 1 

"And if she asks inhere your Ladyship's 
gone, what must I say ? " 

" That Walter and I are both busy at Mr. 
Hope's, but shall be back very soon. On no 
account mention a syllable about the funeral — 
or, indeed, anything concerning her mother." 



" Lady ! " cried an angry voice from within 
the bed-room, " where are you? I want Walter, 
naughty, bad, Aaunah, I say ; " and, as these 
last words were uttered, the door of the dress* 
ing-room was burst open by the highly indig- 
nant and half-frightened Senorita* Mrs. Lucy, 
who, like the generality of the Lillesmere ser- 
vants, was rather spoilt, owing to the unvary* 
ing gentleness of their mistress, and the easy 
life of indulgence they led at the Castle— just 
performing the several duties allotted to them, 
but never required to do more than what was 
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" their place/' — did not feel at all amiably dift* 
posed towards her charge, who, this morning, 
prevented her taking her comfortable meal " in 
the room/ 5 — and who, moreover, had treated 
her the night before in such an impudent way* 
" Calling her ugly, indeed, — the bad mannered 
little thing— well, certainly it was a crime 
she had never before been accused of. 1 ' She had 
kept her tongue still on the subject whilst 
dressing her lady ; for she would not grumble 
at having the child " to do for " once in a way, 
but if she found that she was expected regularly, 
and entirely, to wait on this li mamselle," then 
she, Mrs Lucy, must take the first opportunity 
of informing her lady, that she declined entering 
on this double duty; as she did not feel equal 
to undertake more than the care of her lady* 
ship's person, wardrobe, &o. — " 

"Where's the lady?" demandedZora, turning 
very red, and looking suspiciously at the maid, 
with her eyes opened to their fullest extent. 

" Gone to the Vicarage, to talk to Mr. Hope 
on business," Mrs. Lucy answered, pretending 
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to be very busy folding up and putting by some 
of her lady's apparel. She determined to find 
out what kind of temper the child was in, 
and how she intended to comport herself that 
morning, before she made up to the little 
creature, as her ladyship had certainly expected 
she was to do. 

" But, Walter, why isn't he here ?" and Zora 
began to talk very loud. " I'm not to be left 
here all by my own self. I say, you woman," 
stamping her foot, impatiently, u tell Walter to 
come to me, this minute." 

" That, I am sure, I won't do, said Lucy 
pertly. " The boy is at the Vicarage, along 
with my lady, and neither of them will be back 
till the time you are washed and dressed — so 
there." 

" But I want him now, this minute," cried 
the Senorita, passionately, " he promised to be 
waiting for me so early. Who told him to go 
to the old man's house ? Zoe never did." 

" I know nothing at all about what he's gone 
for ; it's no business of mine, so I don't ask. 
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But my Lady told me they should be back in an 
hour or so, and whilst they were gone I was to 
get you ready — that's all I know about it/' And 
Mrs. Lucy looked uncommonly cool and uncon- 
cerned — bustling here and there, opening and 
shutting drawers, with as much noise as she 
could. 

" Ton dress me," exclaimed Zora, scornfully, 
coming closer up to the maid and examining her 
from top to toe. "Why, you are not Kosy 
Sally, or Bibbi Khoda." 

"I'm not whoV and Lucy stared at the 
Senorita with great surprise for a moment ; then 
tossing her head about, said, " I don't under- 
stand what you are talking about one bit, missy, 
but if you don't let me dress you, there's no* 
body else will do it, I can tell you." 

Zora stood silent for a little while, turning 
over in her mind what was her best plan to 
pursue — whether to put herself in a passion, 
storm and rage, and allow no one to approach 
or touch her, until Lady Lisle or Walter re- 

TOL. I. H 
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turned ; or to have a game of play — a good bit 
of fun with the little woman, in the tiny 
white apron and and fly-away cap. 

"My dear boy will be angry and sorry if 
Zoo is naughty and makes a fuss," the child 
soliloquized watching slily from under her long 
lashes, the affected movements of the lady's- 
maid, " so I will — yes I will? and she hugged 
herself with mischievous glee, brushing away 
some naughty tears which had already found 
their way to her rosy cheeks, " have such a play, 
I'll tease her and plague her ; so come along 
then bit, of a woman," she continued aloud, 
catching hold of Lucy's dress, and dragging 
her towards the bath room ; " Quick, quick, 
and if you are to wash and dress me, do it as 
well as the Gipsy women in the tent, or I will 
punish you; I'll tell Walter, and then, 
then—" 

" Gipsy women indeed !" sneered Lucy indig- 
iiantly, shaking off the little hands and smooth- 
ing down her crumpled dress, " pretty language 
to bring into the Castle" she muttered aside, 
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" I cannot see much of the Count's daughter in 
you yet, I'm sure ; a great deal more of the 
vagabond set you've mixed with I should say." 

Zora had now immersed herself in the large 
bath, and was very loud and peremptory in her 
commands that Lucy should begin and bathe 
her. 

The- girl very lothe to obey, slowly ap- 
proached, looking extremely as if about to offi- 
ciate on some troublesome pet spaniel. She 
tucked up her sleeves and carefully pinned her 
gown all round her, then, with the sigh of a 
Martyr doing penance, knelt down by the 
bath. 

The next moment she was on her feet again 
at the further end of the room, not able to 
express herself in terms of sufficient indigna- 
tion; wiping from her face and person the shower 
of water and soap-suds the young lady had 
dashed upon her. 

As nothing she said, however, seemed to have 
the slightest effect in putting a stop to Zora' s 
h 2 
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sport, on the contrary, the more dreadful 
her threats still greater was the deluge, more 
triumphant the laugh by which they were 
followed, Mrs. Lucy saw that her only plan 
would be to summon some one to her help. 
Sweeping herself out of the room, skilfully evad- 
ing a fresh cascade, she called loudly on Esther. 

With a countenance several shades darker, 
than it had been the preceding morning, the 
head house-maid appeared, and not having the 
restraint of her lady'spresence, gave full vent to 
her feelings. 

" At your tricks again, are you, you bad 
child ?" she began, giving the Senorita some- 
thing which sounded very much like a slap, 
and not a soft one either, " but * enough's as 
good as a feast,' I say, and I've had quite 
enough, and rather too much of this kind of 
play ; if my Lady wants to keep me in her ser- 
vice, she must teach those she brings into her 
house better manners. I was full an hour and 
a half yesterday mopping up this here flood, and 
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some-body else must be got o do it to-day for I 
won't." 

This speech was extremely unintelligible 
and broken, for whilst it was being delivered 
a violent struggle was going on between the 
woman and the object of her ire — Esther's aim 
being to lift, or rather pull the child out of the 
bath, Zora's to remain there. For some minutes 
afterwards the mingled noise that ensued of 
laughter, merriment, scoldings and splashings 
was almost deafening, but so ludicrous to wit- 
ness, that Lucy, who by this time had managed 
to make herself tolerably dry and comfortable, 
for the life of her could not refrain from feeling 
much entertained, for to see the immaculate auto- 
matom Esther, her long plain face enflamed 
with rage, her cap pushed awry, talking, gesti- 
culating, flying round and round the bath, after 
that atom of a child, like a cat after a very 
sharp witted mouse, was truly irresistible. But 
at last the Senorita, by an unlucky stumble was 
fairly caught, and put upon the floor, not very 
gently as may be imagined. 
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Thus defeated, Zora, who had hitherto been 
wholly in fun and good humour, now became 
very angry. 

" How dare you, old ugly !" she exclaimed, 
shaking her tiny fists. " Do you know who I 
am ? Walter's own wifey, and some day to be a 
Gipsy Queen," 

" Queen, indeed!" growled Esther, eying the 
little Yenus as if she were meditating taking 
this opportunity of inflicting upon her, regular 
corporeal punishment. " Whoever you are or 
will be, it can be nothing good, I'm sure, 
though Mrs. Goodwin does try to make us 
swallow some cock-and-a-bull story about your 
being a Lord's daughter." 

" You had better be quiet on that subject, 
Esther," remarked Mrs. Lucy, shortly. 

" She had better, indeed," interrupted Zora,, 
not in the least concerned at what had been 
said, but delighted that the enemy had received 
a rebuff. " She's a naughty old thing, worse 
even than old Nan ; I'll punish her — I'll quiet 
her." 
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And seizing up a broom the housemaid had 
brought in with her, she held it up aloft, seemingly 
with the intention of assaulting its owner ; and 
the woman really believing that the offensive 
missile was coming upon her with fall force, 
winced and moved off rapidly. 

This enchanted the naughty little girl, and 
shouting and singing at the highest pitch of 
her voice, two lines of a Gipsy song, she con- 
sidered admirably well adapted for the oc- 
casion — 

" Goody Grunter, be off to the man in the moon, 
For a hone you can ride your own birch broom — * 

she chased the old virago round and round 
the room, brandishing the broom in the air, 
looking the very personification of an imp of 
mischief, preventing Esther's exit, by every 
now and then planting herself against the 
door. 

" Can't you keep her off?" cried the exaspe- 
rated woman — what's the good of your stand- 
ing there giggling gnd tittering like a fool ?" 
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And Lucy did make several faint efforts to 
stop the child's progress, and to obtain posses- 
sion of the broomstick ; but if the truth must 
be told, she inwardly enjoyed the sight of her 
surly fellow servant's predicament, having no 
very amicable feeling towards her, being aware 
that Esther was in the constant habit of deno- 
minating the pretty lady's maid an " idle con- 
ceited puss." 

. " Now, will you beg my pardon, and pro- 
mise never to touch me again?" said Zora, 
stopping and panting for breath. 

" Tour pardon, you saucy little hussy I" re- 
turned Esther, choking with rage. "If you 
don't beg mine, I'll give warning to my lady 
pack up my clothes, and be out of this house 
before night." 

" And who will care for that, I wonder ?" 
laughed the Senorita, swinging her weapon to 
and fro. 

" A many more than you think for," replied 
the housemaid, wiping her heated brow with 
her working apron, "It's a mercy all the 
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world's not born with no heart like you — a 
wicked good-for-nothing thing, who can bear to 
go on so with your tricks, and tantrums, 
whilst your poor mother is, perhaps, this very 
minute, being put into her grave. Ough ! get 
along, I am ashamed of you." 

There was no saucy retort to this speech, 
only a glance of startled sudden seriousness. 

" Mamma mia," Zora murmured bitterly, let- 
ting her ungainly plaything fall to the ground, and 
bending her head so low oyer her plump folded 
arms that her face was almost concealed by the 
clouds of jetty hair which fell around it, reach- 
ing nearly to her naked feet. 

" Povera mamma! did Zoe then forget you ?" 

She stood thus as if changed to marble, 
whilst Esther continued to pour on her a 
volley of rebukes ; and any one who has had 
the gratification of beholding that exquisite 
statue of the Youthful Penitent — the Contrite 
child — meekly asking to receive its punish- 
h 5 
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ment — might haye been forcibly reminded of it 
in the graceful figure of our little heroine. 

Truly, a sudden metamorphose from the wild 
romp it had been a few moments back ! Slowly 
she approached Lucy without raising her head 
or eyes cast down with shame. 

" I'm naughty," Zora began, in a half whis- 
per ; " cruel and wicked to mamma mia ; dress 
me, little woman," she continued, hiding her 
face against the maid, and smothering a bursting 
sob ; " dress me quickly, and take me to my 
own dear Gipsy boy." 

" Oh ! you are ashamed of yourself at last," 
exclaimed Esther, triumphantly. 

"Come," interrupted Lucy, tartly, "you 
have said quite enough, so I would advise you 
to take yourself off before you make more mis- 
chief. " I hope my Lady won't think it's me 
that has been and disobeyed her orders, and 
talked to the child about what she was not to 
hear. I'm sure I wouldn't have called you if 
I had any idea you would make her cry ; but 
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upon my word, hold as you are, you've not 
much sense. Come, miss — ma'amselle, I 
should say;" and Lucy cleared her throat 
affectedly — "don't fret, or mind what die 
says, but let us go into the dressing-room, and 
we'll soon put on your nice new clothes. La I 
I declare, if she's not got as cold as a stone," 
looking severe things at Esther, who was wring- 
ing out towels, and evidently feeling uncom- 
fortable at having allowed her temper to get 
the better of her discretion. 

" Well, if she's ill," said Lucy, " it's not my 
fault — that's a comfort." 

And leading the little girl out of the room, 
she banged the door after her, to give more 
emphasis to her words. ,. 

For some time the Abigail had not much to 
complain of in the behaviour of her charge, 
and the toilette advanced with wonderful 
tranquillity. 

Stationed close to the open window, and 
regardless of what was said — " that she would 
certainly catch her death of cold ;" Zora's attenr 
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tion became engrossed by the gay morning 
aoene without. It seemed to calm her after 
her late exertions, to inhale the flower-be- 
sprinkled lawn, which sent up such a gale of 
fragrance. She liked to watch the gardeners, 
busy with their bending scythes, or rolling the 
gravel walks. The peacocks too, were just then 
strolling about beneath, displaying to foil 
advantage their gorgeous trains. 

The little maiden made no remark on the 
fine texture of her under garments, or the 
pretty Valenciennes edging with which they 
were trimmed. She allowed her tresses to be 
brushed and combed, and only shook herself 
like an impatient poodle, when Mrs. Lucy, 
having come to the last ringlet, declared — 

" Well, I must say, such a head of hair I 
never beheld — such a length, and all natural 
curl too — requiring nothing but damping with 
rose water to make them fall as beautiful as 
possible." 

But a dark cloud settled on the child's 
brow, when Mrs. Lucy, with much complacency, 
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produced the fruits of her two days' labour — 
the little mourning dress. 

" What's that for?" said Zora, quickly coming 
away from the window; "that's not mine — 

gie mmy Gipsy frock." 

" What ! that rag of a thing?" Lucy an- 
swered. "You wouldn't wear such an article 
as that again, I should think." 

"But I like it — I want it," the Senorita 
persisted, angrily. 

Then " want must be your master ;" it's on 
the top of the fire by this time, ma'am selle, or 
given to the first beggar child, for whom it was 
only fit ; so come, don't be tiresome, but stand 
upright, and let me fasten you — if you don't 
look sharp, my Lady and that boy of yours will 
be here before you are half ready." 

And so saying, Mrs. Lucy dexterously 
whipped the frock over the unwilling little 
person. 

" Walter wont love me in this dark, dull 
thing," Zora exclaimed, crimsoning to the 
temples, the tears rushing to her eyes. 
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u You'll see him and my Lady in quite as 
black a suit, Lucy replied, coolly, as she knelt 
down to tie the frock. 

" Why — why, I say?" asked Zora, passion- 
ately, " why mayn't I be a merry Gipsy girl to- 
day?" 

" Hark — hark !" exclaimed Lucy, stopping 
short in her task, and putting her finger to her 
lips, " don't you hear that ?" 

Zora's features became composed in a mo- 
ment — and she listened attentively. 

" A bell," she said, in a subdued tone — " a 
low, unhappy bell." 

Lucy arose, looking very pale, and hastily 
walking up to the window, drew her pocket- 
handkerchief from her apron pocket. 

" What is it rirging for, little woman ?" de- 
manded Zora, earnestly, laying hold of her 
skirt as if frightened. 

Lucy, whose worst crimes were silliness and 
affectation, and whose heart was anything but 
flinty, continued to gaze out of the window and 
wipe her eyes without answering. 
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She was thinking, with unfeigned pity, of 
the poor creature who was about to be laid in 
the cold, dark grave this bright summer's day. 

"There again I" whispered the child, solemnly 
turning her wonderful eyes to Heaven, as if 
for a moment she imagined the sound was from 
thence. 

Then, after a pause — 

" Zoe will tell you why it rings," she began, 
clinging more tightly to Lucy, her little frame 
trembling with the emotion which filled her 
breast ; " mamma mia is dead, you know ; 
and when people die — " Her countenance 
was full of awe as she uttered these words — 
"they are buried down — down in the deep, 
lonely pit; perhaps now," and the child's 
voice grew more and more solemn, "Walter 
and Puradad* may be laying mia mamma there, 
and covering her with green turf and flowers, 
whilst the clergyman stands by reading the 
prayers out of his large book, and the old, 

< * Grandfather. 
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grey-haired grave-digger pulls the sad Church 
bell" 

"Lai how strange she looks when she 
speaks in this manner !" muttered Lucy, star- 
ing hard at the youthful speaker; then cover- 
ing her face with her hands ; " I declare, with 
those great, piercing eyes fixed on me in that 
unnatural way she's got about her, I feel all 
I don't know how — quite faint and sick — that 
knell too— it does always upset my nerves — 
what is she going to say next, I wonder ?" 

" But listen, little woman," Zora continued, 
mysteriously, "mihermosa } mamma will lie 
beneath the grass only a little while. When 
night comes, and all is calm and hushed, God 
will send his Angels, and they will gather 
round the grave — and then — then — " 

The child extended her arms towards the 
sky, her countenance becoming perfectly ecsta- 
tic with enthusiasm — 

" Then — then she will be carried in their 
arms, oh ! sq gently — so lightly — for she is 
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sleeping — and so pale — so cold ! — and as the 
Angels, with their silver, shining wings, fly 
along with her np — np — higher and higher — 
till Heaven, the new beautiful Home is reached, 
they will sweetly, softly sing — 

" Come to a happy land, 

Gome, come away ! 
Where Saints in glory stand 

In bright array* 
Once in that happy land, 

Happy thou shalt be. 
For we are a glorious band. 

From sorrow free." 

" Oh, the most extraordinary of little mor- 
tals !" exclaimed the astonished Lncy hysteri- 
cally, sinking upon a chair, her feelings quite 
overcome ; " if she goes on in this way any 
longer, I shall think I'm in a dream, or not in 
my right senses, for, upon my word, I have not 
seen nor heard tell of, nor read, no not even 
in the strangest of all the novels, any thing to 
compare with this child's language ; if I was 
obliged to listen to much more of it, my nerves 
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would soon be shattered to fiddle strings, and 

my patience if that's not the stable clock 

striking I don't know what hour !" 

And starting up, Lucy began busying her- 
self about Zora's feet; still every now and then 
haying recourse to her pocket-handkerchief; so 
completely had she been upset. 

As the Abigail drew on the long silk 
stockings, and laced up the boots which ought 
to have belonged to some tiny fairy, her 
thoughts, however, were diverted from her 
neryes, and she became very animated in her 
expressions of admiration. 

"Well, they are ducks," she exclaimed, 
" my Lady's even, could never have been so 
small and slender. I was half afraid, as I 
never tried it on — only went by one of these 
queer things — that the frock would be too short, 
but now I wish I had put another tuck in it, 
for such a leg and foot as this is hot a sight 
one sees every day of one's life." 

Zara's longing now to be off in search of 
Walter gradually increased to the highest 
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pitch. The spencer, so tastefully finished, 
with its collar and cuff, and broad sash, were, 
with the greatest difficulty, fastened on to the 
lady's satisfaction, for the Senorita refused to be 
any longer still, but twisted about and fidget- 
ted till she succeeded in reaching the door 
where she stood grasping and turning the 
handle whilst the large Tuscan hat was placed 
upon her head, in the most becoming style. 

Zara actually writhed and danced about with 
impatience, during the process of tying, and 
the arranging of the feather, which must, 
Lucy declared, " be made to droop gracefully 
oyer one shoulder, or it would not do at all." 

" There now," added the tormenter, "just 
this one curl to settle, and then we'll be 
done." 

But that particular curl was fated to have 
its own way, and fall and wave as it pleased ; 
for just as Lucy was in the act of daintily 
lifting up the extreme end of the long thick 
jetty tress with the tips of her finger and 
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thumb, footsteps were heard in the passage, 
and Mrs. Goodwin made her appearance, fol- 
lowed by the still-room maid, carrying a tray. 
They both eyed the Senorita, for a moment, 
with surprise. 

" Quite the young lady, I declare," said one, 
oomplacently. 

" My ! what a love and beauty" ejaculated 
the other. 

" My Lady said you would ring when you 
were ready for the breakfast to be brought up," 
the housekeeper began gravely. "I don't 
think you can know how time goes," taking 
from her capacious bosom, a huge watch, 
and presenting it to the lady's maid. " Esther 
has been twice complaining to me that she 
can't get in here to do the room." 

" It's much more Esther's fault than mine, 
that the child wasn't dressed an hour ago," 
answered Lucy, somewhat pertly, once more 
about to arrange the stray ringlet. 

"Let me go — move away," cried Zora, 
shaking herself from Lucy's hold, and trying, 
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with her little hands to push away from the 
door, Mrs. Goodwin's embonpoint person. 

She succeeded in making an outlet, although 
the stately housekeeper fancied she was stand- 
ing firm as a rock, and started from the 
room. 

" There's no breakfast for me this morning, 
I know that," said Lucy trying to look much 
offended, and glancing rapidly at the glass, to 
see if her cap and hair were as they should 
be." 

"My Lady gave orders that I wasn't to 
let her out of my sight — so I suppose, I 
must follow the tiresome little thing," she 
muttered; "but this won't happen everyday 
in the week, thank my stars. I'll take this 
with me," she continued, snatching up a parasol; 
" for I'm not going to be covered with freckles 
and tans for anybody, not I !" 

And so saying, she trotted down stairs and 
on to the lawn, where she would fain have had 
a flirtation with the head gardener, a very fine 
gentleman — almost as conceited as herself, who 
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i just then leisurely strolling about, giving 
orders and surveying the different flower- 
beds. 

But the provoking Mamselle was flying 
hither and thither and would soon be com- 
pletely out of sight down the shrubberies and 
shady walks, if not closely followed ; so the 
pretty lady's-maid had barely time to take from 
the hands of the irresistible Mr. Forest a piece 
of heliotrope and verbena, to toss her head oo- 
quetishly at hearing him declare she looked 
" as fresh as the fairest of his flowers," 
then she was obliged to hurry away, and 
catch, if she could, that most troublesome of all 
little creatures, who was leading her such a 
dance. 
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CHAPTER IX. 



The funeral of the Gipsy's Daughter was over. 
The strange mourners, in their tawdry attire— 
those wandering people who had travelled so 
far to see their Queen laid in her last home— had 
left the churchyard, and returned to their en- 
campment on the Common ; and Basil Deane, 
whose bodily strength had gradually forsaken 

him during the ceremony, had been supported 

by Mr. Hope and Walter, into the cool, quiet 

study of the Yicarage. 
And there he sat, that dark, peculiar man, 

making no resistance, but weak and helpless as 

a little child. 

There was a time when he would rather 

have cut off his right hand than have accepted 

any favor from those who despised his race* 
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heavily on his companion, and, ever and anon, 
pausing, as if his tottering limbs refused to 
carry him any further. 

Walter entreated him to stop, pointing out 
many a spot where he might lie unmolested, 
but the Gipsy shook his head resolutely, and 
hurried onwards. 

They climbed a steep hill, and then, throw- 
ing himself on a grassy bank, shaded by foliage 
— no lark could have carolled over a stiller or 
more solitary spot — he said — 

" This, boy, shall be my resting place — here 
will I make my bed." 

And then Walter, looking round him, re- 
membered that it was here the dying Sibyl 
had been laid, when her Father had pointed out 
to her longing eyes the home of Lady Lisle — 
over whose fertile meadows, dark woods, park, 
and silvery waters, her gaze had wandered for 
the first and last time, resting on that fair 
and Lordly Castle — and here she had thanked 
God that her prayer had been heard, that He, 



Digitized 



by Google 



sibyl's little daughter 171 

in His goodness, had brought her in safety to 
her journey's end. 

But it was not on the lovely landscape 
stretched at his feet, that Basil Deane turned his 
haggard face; one object alone he saw — he 
cared for — that rustic edifice, situated so 
romantically at the base of the hrll, near whose 
sacred walls his child — his precious one — was 
sleeping. 

"Methinks, "Walter," said Basil Deane, 
stretching himself beneath a patriarchal tree, 
whose foliage was interwoven in one unbroken 
roof of leaves, " I can here forget my sorrow 
for a time, and dream, perchance, of that better 
world, where, they tell me, my dear one is gone. 
You have been a good lad," he continued, 
laying his hand on the youth's shoulder; 
" loving and faithful to my Sibyl ; and, though 
after this day we may meet no more, I shall not 
forget you — or all you did for her." 

"Not meet again, Unole," interrupted Walter 
in astonishment, " what mean you ?" 
I 2 
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Basil Deane raised himself to a sitting 
posture. 

"I mean, that to-morrow — nay, to-night, 
lad — we part," he said "never to set eyes on 
each other more in this world. Aye, Walter, 
you may gaze and marvel, but it is true. In a 
few hours from this time a great gulph will be 
between us — the waves of the mighty ocean 
will separate us." 

Walter drew very near to his Uncle, and lis- 
tened, pale and breathlessly. 

" From the moment I saw that Sibyl's days 
were numbered," continued the Gipsy, "I made 
a vow that as soon as she was buried from my 
sight, I would begin a new life — in a new 
country — I would work my way to other lands. 
The moment has arrived — there lies my jewel. 
My people must choose another King — for this 
day I leave them and England, and bid my 
greenwood home a long farewell." 

"Uncle," murmured Walter, low and ear* 
nestly, "you shall not go alone. I — I will 
follow you." 
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"You!" exclaimed Basil Deane, with a 
a hollow laugh. " No, no, boy ; you must not 
desert our tribe : so wise and discreet are you, 
for your years, that ere long, I ween, my gang 
will be placing you at their head ; and then, 
the child — Sibyl's little one — would you desert 
her, boy?" 

" It is for Zoe's sake that I will — I must — 
go with you," exclaimed Walter, with energy. 
"You and I, Uncle, did we not most solemnly 
promise to give her up to the Lady of Lilies- 
mere — to let her be educated and brought up 
as a Count's daughter ought to be ?" 

""Well, boy, and has she not been these 
three days at the Castle ?" 

" Oh, yes, Uncle," answered Walter, mourn- 
fully ; " but Zoe loves me — her playfellow and 
brother — and only me. As long as I am near 
her, she heeds no one besides — not even the 
Lady who is kind to her as a mother. Uncle, 
Zoe and I must see each other no more, or 
else my promise to Sibyl will be but . half 
fulfilled." 
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. And Walter leant his head on Basil Deane's 
shoulder, and drew a long sigh. 

" But Sibyl did not bid you promise not to 
see the child again, nor to give up the ways and 
habits of our ancient race." 

" Uncle," Walter answered gently, but look- 
ing stedfastly with his large, sad eyes, into the 
man's face, " she did not teach me to despise 
our people, but she pointed out the errors of 
their ways, and how my life would be better, 
and more innocent, apart from them ; and 
Uncle, I believe it — I feel their ways are not 
for me — that they have become distasteful. 
She taught me higher, holier things : yes, she, 
Uncle — that Saint in heaven." 

Basil Deane covered his face with his hands, 
but made no reply. 

"And were I to join the gang," Walter con- 
tinued, after a pause," "think you, that a 
Gipsy from the rude tents, in his coarse, wild 
dress, would be received willingly in yonder 
splendid home ? Oh ! no — the gulph that 
separates us, Zoe darling, is already wider than 
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any ocean I may cross The Clergyman 

talks of finding for me some trade, some occu- 
pation, with which I can earn my livelihood ; 
but my wild habits shrink from this. I believe, 
if shut up in a close room, from morning till 
night, deprived of fresh air and exercise, I 
should go mad, or die. Oh ! God is too good to 
me — a sinful, wretched boy," he went on, lift- 
ing his clasped hands towards the blue skies ; 
" An hour — a few minutes ago — I knew not 
what to do, or where to turn ; and now He has 
pointed out to me my path of duty. Uncle, you 
will not say nay to me. See how I am pleading — 
imploring. You could not go alone, for is not 
your youth departing — age stealing upon you ; 
do you not want me — so strong, so young — as 
a companion and guide ?" 

Basil Deane gazed wonderingly at the boy's 
eager face. 

"You would soon repent of having taken 
such a step," he said, gloomily. " I know not 
what hardships I may not have to endure — 
amongst what people I may not be thrown : 
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my life is worthless, and where fate decrees, 
there shall I be carried; but you, boy, had 
best stay where you are, and rove amongst the 
woods — the sunny woods of our Country, the 
land of flowers — yes, our blessed land of free- 
dom !" and he spread out his arms. 

" For Zoe's sake, she would have bid me go," 
Walter murmured softly. 

"Ah! and is it thus? then let it be," an- 
swered the Gipsy solemnly, thou shalt follow 
me, boy, and share my perils by land and by 
sea," 

At this moment, the morning mist, which 
had hitherto clouded the landscape, was lifted, 
and below the Valley of Lillesmere glowed 
with resplendent light. The picturesque church 
was more plainly visible, and each tomb-stone 
glistened in the sun. The Gipsy man and boy 
stood for some time; their eyes fixed on 
one newly raised mound, beneath a waving 
willow. 

" God be praised !" Basil Deane exclaimed 
at length, throwing himself on the grass, and 
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burying his face in his hands, " that when far 
away, I may think of my lost one sleeping in 
yon sunny grave, near the home of that friend 
who received her child, and who she so yearned 
to behold, and who caused her weary eyes to 
close in peace." 

" Now leave me boy," he continued, some- 
what impatiently — you must meet me on the 
Common after sunset this evening, and then let 
me hear if you are still of the same mind ; 
ready to forsake your home — your people — the 
little child who calls you brother." Basil 
Deane pronounced these words slowly, and 
with great emphasis. " And to follow me 
whither, I cannot tell thee, Walter." 

The boy kneeling down, passed his arm 
round the neck of the Gipsy King. 

" Must I not obey her } " he whispered — 
"and could we hear her speak from Heaven, 
would she not now be bidding me tarry here 
no longer, day after day stealing all the love 
that Zoe now must give unto another — would 
she not say, Uncle, c in the place of my little 
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one whom I have left safe in the hands of my 
beloved friend — I give unto your care, Walter, 
my Father, to guard from trouble and from 
care — yes, he, my tender, loving parent." 

" So let it be then," Basil Deane once more 
murmured, without bending his head or un- 
closing his heavy eyes. 

"And now to Zoe," Walter exclaimed — 
starting up, a strange feeling of excitement, 
taking possession of him, causing his cheek 
to flush and his eyes to glitter with almost 
an unnatural brilliancy, "we must make much 
of every moment of this our last dayP 

And with rapid steps he descended the hill, 
traversed the lawns and meadows — suddenly he 
stopped, and repeated the word last 

" What does it mean — what was I going to 
say," he continued, pressing his hand on his 
heated brow — " I knew well its meaning when 
I looked at Sibyl for the last time, when the 
coffin was closing upon her — but to bid farewell 
to Zoe in her sunshine and her beauty. Ah ! 
what have I been promising — I feel so giddy, 
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so confused — I suppose it is the sun burning so 
fiercely — but I must not loiter here, or she — 
my sister — my darling — !" 

He paused abruptly — then with a sharp 
shrill cry he fell, and crouching upon the 
grass, gave way to an agonizing burst of tears. 

For some minutes he tried not to check his 
grief, but there he lay — his boyish frame 
convulsed —writhing. 

Gradually he became more still and calm. 

"Oh ! I am weak and foolish,/ he said, at 
length, raising himself on his elbow, and sup- 
porting his head on his hand — " but it 
is so hard to bear — to leave you Zoe — and 
why am I not with her now?" He started 
to his feet. ""We are not divided yet — I 
have but a few steps to go, and she will fly 
into my arms, and I may call her mine for 
a few hours ifiore. Soon, soon, though still I 
may hear, in other lands, the voices of the 
birds as now they sing around me — thou with 
thy sweet voice no more shalt come to meet 
me, Zoe !" 
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CHAPTER X. 



" At last, mi bonito^ you are come," exclaimed 
Zoe, bounding along the approach to meet her 
friend, and throwing her arms around him, 
4C oh ! I have been waiting, watching for you so 
long, naughty Walter; how shall I punish 
you — stoop down sir, I say ?" 

And with very little force she brought him 
on his knees beside her. 

" When you stand," she said, merrily, " I 
can do nothing with you, you are so tall and 
high — but now, now, master, you shall be beat 
for staying away so long — such a very long 
time from Zoe." 

And with her little hands she patted his 
cheeks, saying — 
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" There, there — will you promise never to 
do so no more." 

Suddenly she stopped in her game, and gazed 
earnestly in Walter's face. 

"You are not smiling," said the child, 
" and your eyes are red. Ah ! Gipsy boy, you 
have been crying then." 

And she laid her cheek caressingly against 
his. 

"And did Zoe scold, and pretend to be 
angry." 

" Pet, darling little thing," was all Walter 
could reply for a while — kisses innumerable 
from the little girl, rendering speech impossible, 
close hugs and embraces silencing every word 
he was about to utter. 

" How beautiful you look, Zoe!" he said, at 
last rising and holding the child at a distance 
from him. Then he sighed and turned away 
his head. 

" Ah ! I had forgotten it — my dark, dismal 
frock," answered Zoe, impetuously. "They 
would not give me my Gipsy things to-day, 
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Walter," and the little bosom began to heave 
— the ever ready tears were prepared to gush 
forth, " because, because the sad Church Bell 
was ringing. They did not tell me why it 
rang, but I guessed — I knew — mamma, povera 
mamma," she whispered, clinging to her com- 
panion. 

Walter pressed the little creature to his 
heart. 

" You, too,* have black, dismal clothes," said 
Zora ; " but I love you all the same, dear boy 
— will you love me as well ?" 

" Always, Zoe." 

Lady Lisle, who from the garden had wit- 
nessed the meeting of the young couple, now 
came up to them. 

" We have been all impatience for your 
arrival, Walter, as you may imagine," she 
said, smiling on her little protegei. '• I lost not 
a word in coming home, as soon as you had 
left the Vicarage, and found that our Senorita 
and my maid had for some time been getting 
heartily tired of one another's society — indeed 
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I expect it will be several days before Lucy 
recovers from the unusual exertions she has 
undergone this morning. They had a regular 
game of hide and seek together, I believe. 
The poor woman looked ready to faint with 
heat and exhaustion when I sent her in. It 
looks guilty, that little blushing face, does it 
not ?" continued the Lady, as Zora first glanced 
slyly from under her broad flapping hat — then 
cast down her eyes and shrugged her shoulders 
with a short laugh of contempt. She has 
given me too quite enough exercise to last for 
some time, I can assure you, Walter, and as 
my head aches sadly, and I have a great deal 
to do, like Lucy, I shall not be sorry to give up 
my charge for a few hours ; but, first of all, I 
must bo allowed the gratification of seeing you 
both in the Pavilion, seated before your break- 
fast. Will you believe it Walter, this naughty 
little thing would not bo persuaded even to 
look at food till your return ?" 

" Oh, how hungry I am !" exclaimed Zora, 
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sighing as they entered the pretty building, 
and she beheld the good things laid out there. 

Lady Lisle laughed. 

" The sight of your playfellow not only re- 
stores your peace of mind and happiness, but 
your appetite as well ; now then, lose no more 
time, but feast away— see, there is milk and 
honey, and every other dainty fit to pass the 
lips of a Fairy Queen — take great care of her 
little Majesty, please, Walter, till I see her 
again — now one kiss, and I will leave you — 
rather grudgingly given I confess," said Lady 
Lisle, good-naturedly, having received from 
the child a slight, hurried embrace, but I sup- 
pose I ought not to expect much at this mo- 
ment." 

Zora breathed rather a sigh of relief, when 
her ladyship left the Pavilion, and continued 
eating in silence, till the slight, sable clad 
figure of her friend had quite disappeared. 

Then the Senorita laughed gaily. 

H Now we are rid of them all," she exclaimed, 
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triumphantly, " maids and lady and every 
one. Oh mi bonito, they have been so naughty 
and teasing to poor Zoe," speaking pathetically 
and assuming an injured expression. 

"Ho,v, dearest?" asked Walter, quickly. 

"Oh!" and she shook her head dolefully, 
they did every thing that was bad — one shook 
me, the other called me names." 

" Oh ! Zoe, not really — this is not true." 

" Quite, quite true," was the piteous reply. 

" But, darling, tell me, were you very, very 
naughty ?" 

There was a minute's pause, as if she was 
hesitating and debating in her mind how she 
should answer this home question. 

Then she glided off her seat, and sprang on 
"Walter's knees. 

"Naughty, do you say — was I naughty — 
then, bonito si, I was." 

And instead of looking abashed and contrite 
her countenance glowed with animation. 

" I fought with the old thing like I do with 
yellow Nan," clenching her little fists; "I 
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chased her round and round the room with her 
own birch broom. Oh ! the fine fun it was, 
Walter — I called her Goody Grunter — I made 
her pant and blow, like Dobbin does, when I 
send him gallopping about the fields. She was 
so angry — in such a fit of passion — and her 
face got scarlet as my Gipsy cloak. 

"Fie, fie, Zora," was "Walter's grave re- 
joinder. 

But the little lady, undaunted, continued — 

"And not only in the bed-room, Walter, 
but in the garden, too, I tried to be naughty, 
only because you were away, dear boy," she 
added, coaxingly. "I made the little woman 
run after me ; and when she did catch me, I 
whipped off her bit of a cap, and threw it at 
a distance ; and whilst she turned to pick it 
up, I was off and away, and hid behind the 
bushes." 

And at the recollection of her various tricks 
and misdemeanours, the child shouted with 
glee, and clapped her hands. 

Walter shook his head sadly. 



Digitized 



by Google 



STBTllB LITTLE DAUGHTER. 187 

u This is all very wrong, Zoe," he said. " I 
thought yoti loved — and always tried to please 
me." 

" And do I not, my Gipsy boy ?" the little 
creature answered, twining her arms about his 
neck, and smiling on him, in her most be- 
witching manner; "does it not please and 
make you glad to know, that I am only 
naughty when you are away — that I cannot 
love any one in the wide, wide world, except' 
ing you, dear boy — only, perhaps, for Puradad 
and Bibbi Khoda, I can have a wee bit of love 
— and, Walter, I will never, never listen to 
any one of them in that great house — or, do 
what they tell me when I have my own pretty 
brother here to teach me how to be good. 
They may scold me, and beat me if they like ; 
but Zoe will not heed them." 

And she laughed scornfully. 

Any one who had seen and heard Sibyl's 
little daughter, as she uttered this declaration, 
with her flashing eyes, and most determined 
mien, might, with good excuse, have returned 
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thanks to Providence for having preserved 
them from snoh a fate as poor Lady Lisie's, 
henceforth — assuredly must be with such a child 
to manage and educate. 

"Zoe," said "Walter, his heart beating so 
quickly that it was with difficulty he spoke, 
" supposing I was obliged to leave you, for a 
long while — supposing it pleased God that I 
should die, like her, darling — your mother," he 
whispered, pointing upwards, " that we were 
obliged to part." 

Walter stopped abruptly, and closed his 
eyes, for there was an expression stealing over 
the countenance of the little girl he could not 
bear to look at. It was one of horror and 
despair, a look which for many a year haunted 
him day and night. 

These cheeks which a minute before, were 
red as a rose, now blanched pale as any lily — 
her lips were parted — her eyes fixed — glittering. 

"Oh, Zoe," cried Walter, terrified at her 
silence, " speak — don't look so strangely — what 
is it, love ? — my little sister, tell me, have I 
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pained you. Oh ! Zoe, your Gipsy boy meant 
not what he said. Come, sweet one." 

And lifting her up, he carried her into the 
garden. 

" If so — if so — what then, Walter ?" mur- 
mured Zoe. 

" Nothing, dearest," he answered, bending 
over his treasure with unutterable tender- 
ness. 

"Yes, tell me," Zora continued, reclining 
back in "Walter's arms, "if so, then — what 
would you have Zoe do ?" 

" Only to be as good and dear a child to 
Lady Lisle, as you have ever been to me the 
most precious of sisters." 

Poor, unhappy Walter ! thus he replied with 
a burst of anguish." 

" Only, Zoe dear, for my sake, to try and 
love the Lady who was once your mother's 
friend." 

" Then I would try," said Zora, slowly ; 
and, with a strange kind of childish solem- 
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nity, in her look and manner, she suddenly raised 
herself, and putting her hands on his shoulder, 
continued — "For your sake, I would try, 
"Walter, if you were to leave me — but no, that 
mi bonito would never do. What, Walter, 
you die, with these shining curls, and bright, 
beautiful eyes ? Oh, silly, silly, Gipsy boy, to 
say such naughty things." 

And again she nestled closer to his bosom. 

The day wore apace, and 

" All that was sweet to smell — all that could charm 
The eye, or ear, burst out on every side." 

But all things are dark to sorrow— and the 
light and loveliness — the fragrant air were 
very sad to one of our youthful couple. 

The Gardens were pouring odours from each 
bed and shrub — but this was noticed not. The 
birds sang, as if life was a new thing to them 
— but on Walter's ear the music fell like dis- 
cord, and, mingling with it, he fancied, ever 
and anon, he could hear the solemn knell of 
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the passing bell — a warning voice — a strange, 
mysterious tone — bidding him prepare to leave 
all things he loved. 

But no more clouds were to overshadow the 
brow of his darling, whilst he was with her 
— so he strove to look, to act, to speak that 
day as he had ever done. 

And Zora's spirits, though they did occa- 
sionally rise to their usual exuberance, had 
lost some of their elasticity since the conver- 
sation of the morning. 

The mourning dress, too — u the tight, dismal 
frock," as she called it, was perpetually bring- 
ing back to her remembrance povera mamma 
mia ; and more than one burst of sorrow 
Walter had to check and soothe away — whilst 
heart-sick and faint himself — with every pulse 
throbbing with suppressed emotion — to bring 
back by cheering, gladsome words, light to the 
tear dimmed eyes — smiles to the quivering 
lip. 

The greatest part of their time, on that, 
their last day, was spent in the most secluded 
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part of the Park, where the gay squirrels leaped 
and played undisturbed, and the grass grew 
long and unmatted, the whole encanopied with 
trees forming a kind of bower. 

Zora was charmed at having disco verel so 
secluded a retreat 

" It is as good as a Tent/' she said, looking 
up at the arch of dark foliage through which 
gleamed a soft emerald light. " You and I, 
"Walter, must come here every day ; and we 
will call it the Gipsies' Home." 

They sat on the greensward bed, for how 
long they knew not. Zora, unusually quiet 
and gentle, was quite content there to remain, 
for she had her dear boy all to herself, and 
could prattle on to him about the many amuse- 
ments and schemes she was planning in her 
little mind. 

A torpor, a dulness of sensation, had gradu- 
ally been stealing over Walter ; he heard his 
darling's voice, but when it paused, waiting 
for his reply, he had none to give, save a 
forced and meaningless smile. He well knew 



Digitized 



by Google 



sibyl's little daughter. 193 

that he ought to be up and doing— that the 
hours must be speeding away — yet a strange 
inability to move, kept him there in that fairy 
nook. 

And does the little girl, now that her spirits 
have returned, take no heed of the shadow on 
his soul, or mark that all brightnesshas vanished 
from his look and smile? Yes, yes, she does, 
and because she misses it, this is why her 
childish tenderness towards him is redoubled ; 
why she so often bends on him those loving 
eyes, as if they were entreating him to unseal 
his troubled thoughts, not to withhold from 
her his secret care. But hush ! the clock 
of Lillesmere church is striking, it startles 
Walter from his lethargy, and putting away 
the little arms he springs to his feet. 

" Zoe we must go now," he said quickly, I 
did not know it was so late." 

"Oh ! Walter, let us stay here a little longer," 
pleaded Zoe, " just till it is quite cool, now the 
sun must be burning nearly as hot as ever." 

VOL. I. K 
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" No, Zoe," answered the boy firmly, "we must 
not stay, I have so much to do, I must seek the 
Lady, and — " 

" Well then interrupted Zora, to-morrow we 
will come and spend our whole day here, shall 
we not dear boy ?" 

Walter gazed slowly round the tiny bower, 
and with a smile of bitterness murmured the 
word " To-morrow." 

Then he seized the little girl's hand, and 
hurried with her towards the Castle. 
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CHAPTEE XL 



Lady Lisle was on the Terrace, and had been 
for some time wondering where the young 
couple could be hiding themselves. 

She had received a note from Mr. Hope 
stating that he had just parted with Basil 
Deane ; and that having been sent for to visit a 
sick parishioner he was unable to come to the 
Castle ; but that if her ladyship would not mind 
stepping over to the Vicarage, in the cool of the 
evening, she could then hear all particulars con- 
cerning the interview between the Gipsy and 
himself. " It appears," he added, " that both 
the man and boy have made up their minds to 
leave England immediately, and really, I think 
it is the best thing they could do ; for Walter, 
K 2 
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good as he is, would always be a weight on our 
hands, and even were we to send him to the 
remotest end of this our Island, we should have 
constant fear and trembling lest he should be sud- 
denly appearing at Lillesmere undoing all that 
had been done towards making the Senorita 
forget her Gipsy associate ; the ocean, depend 
upon it, will prove a much securer barrier 
between the young couple than lanes and 
greeD fields. Therefore dear lady," concluded the 
Vicar, " if the boy broaches the subject to you, 
for worlds do not advise him to the contrary, 
or raise any obstacle or objection. The blow 
will, no doubt, fall severely on the poor little 
woman, but she will soon rise from beneath it, 
healed of the wound ; for children's woes we all 
know are l light and little things ' ; and sur- 
rounded as she will be by every thing calculated 
to make her happy, it will be very extraordinary 
if, by degrees, we cannot get the pkcolina to be 
reconciled to the departure of this Rornino 
cousin." 

Lady Lisle read, and re-read, mused and 
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meditated over this epistle until she heard the 
merry voice and tin kl ing laugh of Zora, and saw 
the two appear amongst the flower beds and 
shrubs below. 

. She watched them. They paused — the little 
girl's arm still encircling her companion's 
waist, her radiant face upturned to his, while he 
seemed speaking earnestly, persuasively. 

" And that happy little countenance we are 
soon to see changed into one of passionate 
grief," sighed Lady Lisle, "those mirthful in- 
nocent smiles into tears. Oh ! Mr. Hope may 
very likely be right in saying that the child, 
with her elastic spirits, in time may become 
reconciled to Walter's departure; but at first, 
when all this sorrow bursts upon her, and she 
finds that her friend and companion is gone — 
quite gone, and that she is left amongst strangers 
she cares not for; how shall I ever bear to 
witness her childish grief ! God help us all," 
and sighing deeply as she uttered this ejacula- 
tion, Lady Lisle covered her face with her 
hands. 
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When she looked up again, Walter was 
standing by her side — his face deadly pale, his 
expression agitated and troubled. 

" God help us !" he said, low — hurriedly, 
echoing the words he had just heard, " when, 
wherefore, lady ? " 

" In every moment of our lives, Walter ; in 
all our joys and sorrows — especially in our 
greatest and sorest troubles/' 

" Lady," the boy continued, fixing his glit- 
tering eyes on Lady Lisle, and speaking in the 
same wild agitated manner, " I think, by your 
look, that you already know what it is you are 
about to hear from me." 

Lady Lisle averted her face and answered, 
her voice trembling with emotion. 

" Have you come to tell me, Walter, that 
very soon — when God has given you sufficient 
strength and oourage — you will be ready to 
fulfil your promise made to the dying mother, 
and part with that little child. Is it this, that 
you would say ? " 

There was a pause — Walter's eyes closed, 
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as if dizzy with pain, and his hand pressed hard 
upon his forehead — then, with a sudden impulse, 
he oould not restrain, the boy sank on his knees 
and exclaimed — 

" It is even so. Oh ! pray that the Gipsy 
Walter may, indeed, have strength and courage 
given him to pass manfully through his trial. 
I am weak and cowardly now, but Lady," and 
a cold shudder passed through his frame, " the 
hour draws so near — the parting will be so 
bitter !» 

" But, Walter," said Lady Lisle, anxiously 
bending over him, " this parting, surely, need 
not take place yet awhile. Mr. Hope, in his 
letter to me, mentions your Uncle having spoken 
of leaving England, with you as his companion, 
but there is no particular time, or definite 
period fixed." 

"Lady," answered Walter, slowly and 
firmly, " when the evening star gleams down 
upon us — in a little while, for, see, the sky is 
crimsoning, the sun begins to sink — then, then 
I part with Zoe — my sister." 
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" To-night?" exclaimed Lady Lisle, looking 
pale and bewildered. " But why is this ? Surely 
it must not be." 

" It is fated that so it must be," answered 
Walter, rising — a stern expression of resigna- 
tion settling on his young brow. " Kind lady," 
he continued, with a pleading, piteous smile, 
" I entreat you say not a word that will tempt 
me to linger. Tell me that I am acting rightly 
—that it is best for me to begone — aye, this 
very night. Let me hear you say that what I 
am about to do is only my duty — that, in tear- 
ing myself away from the little child, I am but 
fulfilling my promise, made to poor Sibyl. But, 
oh ! lady, do not pity me — do not weep for me 
— do not bid me tarry here yet a little longer, 
or the strength and courage that God is giving 
me, will begin to fail, and I shall shrink — I 
shall turn coward, and still cling to happiness, 
which is to me forbidden." 

"You are indeed, teaching me a lesson of 
fortitude I can never forget," answered Lady 
Lisle, struggling to appear calm. " But one 
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thing let me ask you, Walter, have you, in any 
way, prepared Zora for what is to happen? 
If not, do you really think that we are acting 
well and wisely, in letting this blow come upon 
her so suddenly ? May it not have a most in- 
jurious effect upon her excitable constitution?" 

"Lady," answered the boy, "of what use 
would it have been, if throughout all the hours 
of this dreary day, I had whispered in Zoe's 
ear that she and I must soon be parted, think 
you she would have believed — nay, have under- 
stood me? This morning, I did begin— I did 
stammer forth i Zoe, if I were to leave you V 
but, oh ! dear lady," — he hid his face in his 
hands — "there I stopped, for she turned upon 
me such a look — I could not bear it. Is it not 
best to carry with me beyond the seas, the 
memory of Zoe — as now I see her — " 

He paused, and pointed to the garden below, 

where Zora was flitting about from bed to bed. 

No more dreams of evil gathering round her 

brow, but singing blithely, and beguiling the 

k 5 
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time that her Gipsy boy was absent, by picking 
here and there a bright red rose, with which to 
deck her hair and little person, that she might 
make Walter smile, and call her his Queen of 
roses, when he came back. 

Oh ! happy child, whilst thus we see thee 
sport and dance in fawn-like glee — whilst thus 
thou weavest a chaplet and wild festoon, filling 
thy dark locks with those summer gifts — must 
we not all tremble with Lady Lisle, and feel 
our hearts grow faint within us to think how 
near the hour is approaching when the tone 
that rings in thy laughter will be quelled — 
— when that baby brow will be dimmed with 
a touch of care — the flash of those cloudless 
eyes turned, for a while, into the stillness of 
autumn skies — when thou wilt learn that, even 
for Zoe the joyous one, grief hath her need- 
ful part ! 



Fain would Lady Lisle again have besought 
the Gipsy boy, for the sake of that little being, 
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not to depart yet awhile — but she refrained — 
for she knew and felt that Walter was doing 
right — so when she spoke, it was only once 
more to breathe the same petition, "If 
so it must be, then God help us all !" 

"I need not," continued the boy, emphatically, 
"say to you, love Zoe, for I know you will — 
you do already — and she — oh ! yes, look not so 
doubtfully, but believe me, my words will 
come true — she, ere long, will cling to you — 
love you as a real mother — but listen to what 
I would beg — beseech — if others cannot love her 
or win her love, let them not be harsh towards 
her — teach them to deal gently with the way- 
ward orphan." 

" Walter, no child shall ever have been 
reared with such tenderness — beloved so 
well — or watched so gently, as Zora," Lady 
Lisle answered solemnly, "I promise you," 
and she held out her hand to the young 
Gipsy. 

"Then one boon more alone have I to 
crave," cried Walter once more throwing himself 
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on his knees, " Lady, let me not be forgotten 
quite," 

" Forgotten 1" answered Lady Lisle, "oh! 
Walter, that you can never be. Alas ! through 
every hour of the day will not Zora be think- 
ing of you ?" 

" No," exclaimed the boy, wildly, " she will 
not, she cannot. Zoe is too young, too care- 
less, too light-hearted to let sad thoughts for 
ever stay within her bosom. Ah ! me," and 
he looked up to Lady Lisle so mournfully that 
she turned aside to conceal how greatly she 
was moved. 

"When," Walter continued, "bitter thoughts 
have passed away, and no longer weigh down 
her spirits — when all is sunshine, and her fairy 
steps are flying over this beautiful home and 
dancing along your lighted halls, when merry 
eyes are glancing round her, bright with 
laughter, and every thing she can ask for, wish 
for, is hers— then oh ! Zoe, Zoe, perhaps then 
you will not remember me ! But, lady, there 
will be times, when she will think of me — aye, 
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and perchance weep for me — on sweet silent 
evenings such as this. In spring, when she 
gathers flowers — the young violet and prim- 
rose tufts from off the mossy banks — when the 
forests are green, and each dingle and fresh 
glade are sweet with the smell of a hundred 
wild flowers — then, then, Lady," and his 
voice sunk almost into a whisper — "may be 
she will pause, and turn away from gay, 
smiling faces around her, and for a few mo- 
ments her heart (before the memory of him 
may have faded irom her mind) will yearn, 
I am too sure, with passionate tenderness 
towards her first friend — her guide, her com- 
panion. " And, Lady, dear Lady," he con- 
tinued, imploringly, u if, perchance you guess 
the cause of her sudden sadness, or if she 
whispers to you that the note of some wild, 
singing bird — the odour of some wood- flower — 
the sight of some wild forest scene, shady lane, 
or sunny bank, have brought back to her re- 
membrance her childhood's hours — and Walter, 
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her brother, the poor Gipsy boy — for these 
words, lady," and in his eagerness he clasped 
the hands of Lady Lisle in his, " you promise 
me, you will not chide my little Zoe — that 
you will not let her think of me as one worth- 
less and degraded." 

"Walter," answered Lady Lisle, weeping, 
gently, " you shall never be forgotten, believe 
me — the little girl shall by me be ever taught 
to think of you as her first, her kindest 
friend — her good, loving, faithful companion — 
who only left her because it was his duty — a 
solemn promise made to her dying mother." 

Walter fervently kissed the hands he was 
clasping, and murmured — 

" Bless you, Lady, for these words — they 
will indeed sweeten some of the bitterness of 
this moment." 

He rose from his knees, and stood silent, as 
if endeavouring to compose his voice and fea- 
tures. 

"Now, once more to Zoe," he exclaimed; 
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" there is a little while yet for us to be toge- 
ther, and then — then, Lady, will you be ready, 
as I shall be ?" 

Lady Lisle bowed her head, but answer she 
could not ; indeed, she found it impossible any 
longer to restrain her feelings of deep concern 
and sorrow for poor Walter, whose manly and 
unselfish conduct inspired her kind heart with 
still greater pity and compassion. She turned 
hurriedly away, that the sight of her agitatioi/ 
might not unnerve the poor youth, and, shut- 
ing herself up in her Boudoir, she wept unre- 
strainedly. 
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CHAPTER XH. 



Zora, laughing and singing merrily, bounded 
along to meet Walter, as he slowly descended 
from the Terrace. 

" See," she cried, exultingly, " am 1 not gay 
as any Fairy Queen, with my wreath of roses ; 
and look at my garland too, made of the bright- 
est flowers from the garden ; hard work I had 
to get them, dear boy ; but I teased and coaxed, 
and would not let the Gardener rest till he had 
gathered them for me ; and he looked so cross, 
Walter, and told me I was mischievous, and 
would soon be the ruin of my Lady's beds. 
But, who cares — who cares ? Not I, indeed," 
she continued, dancing about, pirouetting, and 
twisting her little figure into the most graceful 
attitudes. " And now you are my prisoner," 
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she gleefully exclaimed, stopping, and twining 
her garland of many colours round Walter. 
" Speak, sir, for Zoe will not let you move till 
you have told her all you have been saying to 
the little, pale Lady up yonder." 

Walter looked mournfully for a moment on 
the upturned, radiant face — at those beautifully 
blue, bewitching eyes, all brimming with mirth 
and happiness— then, with more impatience 
than he had ever before manifested towards the 
child, quickly extricated himself from her 
flowery chains, and moodily turned away with- 
out a word or smile. 

Zora, with a disappointed expression, stood 
gazing after him, then at the garland lying at 
her feet. 

"He does not like it," she soliloquized ; " he 
thinks it ugly. Silly Zoe, not to remember that 
it is only wild flowers Walter loves ; so these 
shall go — be thrown away." 

And snatching up the gay festoon, she ran to a 
little distance, and flung it into a hedge of laurels. 
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" It is gone, now/' the Senorita exclaimed, 
when she had again joined her companion. 
" So stop, and kiss me — smile, and say yon are 
not angry." 

" Oh ! Zoe, don't," answered the boy, im- 
petuously endeavouring to release himself from 
the soft encircling arms, as he had done from the 
garland. " I cannot bear it," he exclaimed ; 
and he buried his face in his hands, and 
groaned aloud. 

" Not let me pet yon," said the little girl, 
low and mournfully, her lips trembling. " Oh ! 
dear boy, what has Zoe done?" She began to 
sob piteously. 

"Zoe, hush, for pity's sake!" Walter an- 
swered, snatching her in his arms, and pressing 
her to his bosom with passionate energy. " You 
must not mind me darling ; I am not well to- 
night My heart is aching, and I know not 
what I say or do." 

" But you are not angry with me — you love 
me very much, do you not?" 
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"Love!" echoed the miserable boy; "you 
know I love you — how muoh, only the God who 
made us can tell." 

" Then, what is it that ails him ? What 
makes him look so strangely ?" thought the 
child, softly passing her hand over his forehead, 
and gazing in upon the despairing sadness of 
the gloomy tearless eyes, as if there to read 
his answer. Again she twined her arms about his 
neck ; but he heeded not. She called him 
brother — bid him speak blithely to his own 
Gipsy wifey ; but he answered not, save by signs 
and groans, and only stood and gazed upon her. 

" Oh, it must be that he is ill and in pain," 
Zora murmured, and taking his hand in both 
of hers, she drew him on tenderly, carefully, 
through shady walks and fragrant groves. 
Ever and anon making him rest on some rustic 
bench and mossy spot, whilst all the while she 
ceased not to hover near him, speaking and 
singing soothingly, and oh ! how sweetly, to 
her own dear Gipsy boy. 
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At length, when they had once more reached 
the flower-garden — a heaviness seemed sud- 
denly to steal oyer the little child, and haying 
listlessly sat herself down on the terrace steps, 
she crept on to Walter's knee, and tearing off the 
wreath of roses which still encircled her brow, 
pushing back all her jetty curls — looked up 
wistfully into her companion's face, and said 
low and sorrowfully, 

" I am so very sleepy — so very, very sleepy. 
Mi Arricima, sing one tiny song, or Zoe will 
have no happy dreams to-night." 

" Sing, oh I Zoe — what a request, but it will 
be her last; so i^ with every note, my 
heart-strings were to break — it must, it shall 
be done!" 

So from the lips of the Gipsy-boy there came 
forth sounds trembling and dreary, like some 
funeral requiem, or soft, low miserere chant 

Zora for some minutes stared solemnly, won- 
deringly on the troubled countenance of her 
dearly-loved companion, as if the expression 
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she saw thereon sorely distressed and perplexed 
her ; then gradually her eyes closed. The strain, 
albeit, so mournful, had proved a lullaby. 

Walter ceased and almost fiercely looted 
around him. Darkness was fast approaching — 
the parting hour was near at hand. 

And must he really give up his treasure ? Is 
there no way to save him from this bitter task ? 
His dark eyes flash fire; and for a brief space 
the whole aspect of the Gipsy youth is changed 
from despair to triumph and defiance — rebel- 
lious thoughts are rising in his breast; he 
listens to the voice of the tempter who whispers 
to him, that even now, at the eleventh hour, he 
can refuse to drink from this bitter cup, and 
dash it from his lips. 

" Nay, it is too hard to give her up," whis- 
pers the evil one. " See, how beautifully, how 
fondly she lies in thy bosom — why not take 
her with you — in foreign lands she may still 
be your little sister — why should she not go 
with you and her grandfather ! 

"True, thou didst promise to the dying 
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mother to resign this precious being — but could 
that mother have known how closely entwined 
in one another were these young hearts — ah ! 
clutch her tighter and tighter in thine arms; 
arise, fly with her, hide her from the world in 
the depths of the woods and forests ; cross the 
seas with her ; let them not snatch her from 
you ; fight to the last ; die sooner than give up 
this darling treasure! 9 ' 

" Oh! help me — teach me what to do," cried 
the unhappy Walter, his supporting arms 
scarcely able, any longer, to bear the weight of 
the child, a feeling of almost madness taking 
possession of him, as fthe awful suggestions of 
the enemy came rushing madly through his 
brain — " teach me, help me, what to do !" 

He cast up his eyes to the blue Heavens, there 
— just above him — gleamed the evening star; 
pure, holy, bright, piercing as if it was the eye 
of God, gazing down upon the boy, reminding 
him of his promise — his duty. 

And Walter looked upon it as such. 

For a moment he covered up his face, and 
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bowed himself upon the child — then cried once 
more to heaven for strength, and, as if that 
prayer had been heard and answered, he 
rose up calmly snd went on his way, not stop- 
ping with his dear burden until he stood before 
Lady Lisle, who was seated, expectant, pale 
and trembling. 

Walter's lips were tightly pressed, until the 
blood started ; the veins on his forehead were 
swollen with agony, but in silence, with the 
strength given him from above, he placed the 
little girl in the arms of Lady Lisle. 

"Walter," she said, earnestly, much agi- 
tated ; " if you repent this step, let me beseech 
you to remember — " 

She paused abruptly, for Walter made a 
gesture of entreaty for her to say no more. 

Zora, but half awake, now remembered her 
usual parting words. 

" One more kiss, dear boy." 

It was given — that one last fervent kiss ! 

Again he placed the child in the arms of her 
new Mother, and fled — fled from the little one 
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whom he had loved through many a joyous 
hour — that bright loving one, who had made 
his home an ever sunny place — shall he never 
behold her again — never see her bound forth to 
meet him — hear her call him brother !" 

Yes, ye may meet again; but as ye have 
met — never, never more ! 

" Oh ! Zoe, Zoe, my summer Queen, my plea- 
sant little sister, have I then left you, for- 
saken you — and on he sped, the Gipsy youth — 
no longer restraining his poignant grief, but 
uttering shrieks of wild despair, now darting 
onward with wild speed into the solitary part 
of the park, now flinging himself on the 
ground, tearing his hair and gnashing his 
teeth. 

" It shall not be," he shouted, clenching his 
fists furiously, such a fierce dark expression 
clouding and altering his countenance, that 
no one at the moment could have mistaken the 
race from whence he sprung- I will go back, 
I will tell the Lady that I repent me of what 
I have done. I will bid her, at her peril, keep 
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back the child ! my treasure, my darling ! and 
if she refuses, there are other means — I will 
steal her — take her ! 

He flew on again in the direction of the 
Castle, but soon was forced to slacken his speed. 

He was growing faint, his brain reeled with 
dizziness, there were sounds ii}. his ears of 
rushing waters, clanging bells, and louder than 
all a shrill unearthly voice. " It must be old 
Nan's" he thought, chanting forth these words 
in triumphant, mocking tones: — 

" Away away o'er land and sea 
This is now no home for thee !" 

Suddenly he turned as if a new thought had 
struck him, which seemed in some degree to 
calm his perturbation, and he took a different 
route. 

It was to the church-yard of Liilesmere, and 
there, upon the new made grave, Sibyl's last 
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resting place he laid his throbbing weary head, 
and gradually his senses forsook him. 

No one was near to disturb him, and all 
around the sacred place, even the note of the 
watchful nightingale, and every breath of sum- 
mer wind was hushed as if to hallow the dead. 

As there he lay, pressing the cold earth, in his 
then feverish highly excited, nay almost deli- 
rious condition, Walter fancied he Saw two 
forms appear and stand each side of the grave. 
Beautiful they were to look at, both clad in 
robes of dazzling brightness and with crowns of 
sparkling jewels on their brows, but more beau- 
tiful than aught beside was their look, their 
smile of happiness and perfect peace, such as 
this world could never have given. 

In Walter's vision he saw, that in one respect 
alone his Angel visitors were not alike. The 
long hair that floated around the form of one 
was of a golden colour, the other black as the 
raven's wing. 

The breath of the Gipsy boy came thick and 
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fast, a cold, clammy perspiration bedewed his 
whole frame, his eyes were fearfully dilated 
and fixed, as if turned to stone. He staggered, 
he wrestled, he tried to rise, but, as if held 
down by the strong hand of some unseen power, 
he was forced to lie helpless, prostrate on the 
earth. 

" Speak in mercy speak !" he groaned 
forth, trembling and quaking in every limb. 
— "Angels — Spirits — whoever or whatever 
you may be —let me hear your voices, I en- 
treat — and then oh ! let me — let me die !" 

He had scarcely ceased, when his request 
was granted, and the messengers sent to him 
in a dream — did speak — and the sound of their 
Heavenly voices was holy, soft, and sweet as 
the notes of an Eolian harp. 

Their voices died away, and the glittering 
forms drew nearer. Walter thought he felt 
their breath upon his brow, as they bent over 
him, and that then he heard the rustling of 
their silver wings, as they soared on high. 
L 3 



Digitized 



by Google 



220 sibyl's little daughter. 

Suddenly with a loud cry of agony he awoke 
and started to his feet 

Sibyl, Effie Graham, stay yet awhile ! when 
are you? I will obey — I will fulfil my promise 
faithfully, submissively only! only do not leave 
me," 

Large drops stood on his forehead like beads, 
his teeth knocked one against another, and he 
shook and trembled in every limb. For a few 
moments he stood trying to collect his thoughts 
— gazing wonderingly around him atthe starry 
heavens, at the white glistening tombstones, at 
the new made grave, still expecting, hoping to 
see again some trace of the unearthly visitors 
who had appeared to him in his short and 
troubled slumber. 

" Was it all but a dream then ?" he mut- 
tered, at length, with a deep drawn sigh, as 
the events of the last hours came rushing back, 
clearly to his remembranoe. "Yet, surely, 
surely I did distinctly see their blessed faces — 
I did hear their sweet voices; but whether or 
not it is a reality, or a dream," he continued, 
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casting his eyes solemnly up to heaven, and 
laying his hand upon his heart, "thus they 
would have spoken, had they been alive. Yes, 
Effie Graham, Angel lady — and you beautiful, 
beloved Sibyl, Zoe's mother — you shall be re- 
membered and obeyed." 

Walter knelt down, and reverently kissed 
the earth beneath whioh the remains of the 
Gipsy's Daughter lay, and exclaiming — 

" Fray God I may not be too late — that my 
Uncle may not have departed !" ran forth with 
feverish haste to the Common. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 



At the encampment, since night-fall, all had 
been confusion and tumult. Basil Deane had 
informed his people, that, henceforth, he eould 
no longer be their King, and kindly, but firmly, 
he had bid them a long farewell. 

The Gipsies, whose attachment to the man 
who had for so many years been their leader 
and guide, was strong and sincere, although 
his stern and retiring nature had ever kept 
them in awe and subjection, were, at first, 
nearly maddened at this unexpected and dire- 
ful intelligence. 

They pressed around him — the motley crew — 
they loudly besought him to unsay his words 
— what should they do without him ? Where 
find such another King as he who so dearly 
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loved his people — his Country — his greenwood 
home. Oh ! how could he have the heart to 
leave them, to desert them — and become a 
wanderer in unknown lands. 

Immoveable — inexorable, with arms folded 
and brows knit, Basil Deane stood in the midst 
of the gang, making no reply but this — in his 
deep sonorous tones — 

" Friends, think not ye oan alter my decision ; 
I have vowed a vow, that so it should be — 
therefore, so it must be." 

Then louder and louder grew the lamenta- 
tions and cries of the Gipsies — and young and 
old vied with each other in demonstrating 
their griefs. Some wildly tossed their arms, 
tore their long, coal black, and grizzly 
looks ; others, flinging themselves on tho turf, 
embraced the knees of the Gipsy King, and 
swore their hands might be cut off before they 
released their hold. Vainly Basil Deane now 
entreated — now commanded silence. For the 
first time his people were disodedient — rebel- 
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lions— would not hearken to his voice — refused 
to be comforted. 

"Ah! Walter, boy, why are you not 
here — why don't you come to beg for us? 
Maybe my lad might say a word to soften 
and turn him more than all the lot of us 
say or do ?" cried Bhoda, in despair. 

"Not he, not he," hissed old Nan, who, 
amongst the whole gang, was the only one who 
seemed resigned to the departure of her chief; 
and who merely showed that she was in any way 
unusually perturbed, or moved, by an incessant 
recourse to her huge snuff-box, and by there 
lurking in her fiendlike visage, if possible, a 
more repellent expression. 

" Something tells me,Ehoda,that your bonny 
boy — this brave Watty — will be packed off, 
too, along with the master ; and he, the cub, 
will be all for the lark, mind you, now the 
grand folks have got our bit lady in their 
clutches, and won't let the baby fools see so 
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muoh of one another — Ha ! ha ! don't be crest- 
fallen, Mother Rhoda," and the old hag went 
on winking and leering, " he won't be mnch of 
a loss to you, either, for it is'nt a deal you have 
seen, these latter times, of your chau — and 
you've got something jingling in your pockets, 
left by our Queen — the poor misery — which I 
should think better than all the handsome sons 
in England. Ah ! ah ! old Nan has found it 
all out — she's a sharp one, aint she ? " 

Bhoda, sobbing and wailing, heard but 
broken fragments of this speech, and long 
before the conclusion of it, was talking to 
others of her companions. 

" 'Tis late," muttered the Gipsy King, as one 
by one the bright stars shot forth into the 
heavens, and Walter did not appear. " Has 
he turned coward, the boy — or has he," and 
his eye flashed fire, " stooped to beg a favour 
from the despisers of our race, and prayed to 
be kept at yon Castle as a drudge — a slave — 
rather than leave the little one ? doubtless, it 
l 5 
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is so; but," he added, musingly, "it would 
much astonish me, were Walter to break his 
promise to the dying. See," and he advanced 
quickly a few steps, " what figure is that ap- 
proaching — can it be the lad ¥' 

Walter, still in a state of great agitation 
and excitement, rushed into the encampment, 
his hair dishevelled, his clothes soiled and dis- 
ordered, pushed aside all who stayed his pro- 
gress, and sunk at the feet of Basil Deane. 

"Uncle/' he breathlessly exclaimed, " I am 
ready to follow you now — to-night — this 
minute." 

" Ha, ha," chuckled old Nan to herself, rub- 
bing her skinny palms together — " will you, 
indeed !" and shaking her head knowingly 
chuckled — " right again, old girl." 

Then there was a minute's dead silence, 
broken by Ehoda. 

" What does ho say ?" she almost shrieked. 
" Walter, Walter, you are not going to break 
yo ur mother's heart — you are not going to 
cress the seas along with him ?" 
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" Speak for me, Uncle," murmured Walter, 
looking imploringly into the Gipsy's face. 

In a few words Basil Deane explained to 
the astonished gang, that according to a 
promise made to their dying Queen, Walter 
was now about to depart from his greenwood 
home — to bid farewell to his people — and ac- 
company himself to the far off Country. 

Another loud, prolonged wailing noise arose 
in the encampment. 

" Woe ! — woe ! — alas ! — alas ! — must we also 
lose him — the brave, lion-hearted boy — the 
pride, the hope of his people !" 

" Oh ! Walter," sobbed poor Rhoda, wring- 
ing her hands, " have you no thought or feel- 
ing for the mother who bore you? is this act- 
ing as a good and dutiful son, going and 
leaving me, just when I am growing old and 
weary of my life ?" 

" Mother — mother," groaned Walter. 

" And she, too, the darlint, the jewel, who 
is taken from me to be made a feckless 
lady of against her will — boy, don't you care 
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leaving her, who you hare nursed, and loved, 
and cherished, and who will pine and fret 
away for the want of you ? look here — look 
here— and see if your heart don't melt at the 
sight of them." 

Snatching up a bundle which lay in a corner 
of the tent fihoda tore it open, and one by 
one displayed, by the flickering firelight, vari- 
ous articles of apparel belonging to the little 
Zora. 

A scarlet cloak, a gay cotton frock, socks, 
and tiny shoes. 

*'The bonnie birdie — the blue-eyed baby- 
queen — bless them — bless them !" 

And bursting forth into fresh sobs and la- 
mentations, the sorrowing woman kissed each 
little garment, and then held them to Walter's 
lips. 

%i Mother — oh ! mother," cried the miserable 
boy, throwing himself into the Gipsy woman's 
arms, and clinging round her neck — " pity me 
— comfort me — your boy is wretched — broken- 
hearted. But leave you I must, mother — I 
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have promised — have sworn itto — her — Sibyl — 
it is for her child's sake I go — for her happi- 
ness, I leave my Mends and happy home — for 
thee — for thee, my Zoe ! — my precious one ! — 
mylittle sister ! 
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CHAPTER XIV. 



" Good night, dear boy — adios mi bonito," the 
Senorita murmured, when with dreamy, half- 
closed eyes she watched poor Walter vanish 
from her sight. 

" Lady, will he be here again early — as soon 
as the dark night is past ?" 

Lady Lisle replied by bending low over the 
little form, and pressing her lips upon the soft 
glossy head reclining against her bosom — very 
difficult she found it, at that moment, not to 
betray by tears or agitated words and looks, 
that something was amiss — some great sorrow 
near at hand. Strong was the effort she made 
over her feelings — her voice — for, until to- 
morrow, she determined Zora must be kept in 
ignorance of what has happened. 
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"Until to-morrow," she almost groaned 
aloud — " and then — P 

" Now come, my own little girl," she said, 
with forced gaiety, rising hastily, " come to 
your downy nest, or I shall have these sleepy 
blue peepers fast closed for the night before I 
can yet you undressed — and see how dark it is 
growing." 

"Yes," answered Zora, drowsily pointing 
upwards ; " there is the bright evening star — 
the star Walter and I, both of us, love to look 
upon," 

Half leading, half carrying her young charge, 
Lady Lisle ascended the stairs, and sighed a 
sigh of relief, when the bed-room was at length 
reached. 

Zora, during the process of disrobing, was 
fretful and pettish, and so overcome with 
fatigue, that almost before she had laid her 
head on the pillow, had fallen fast asleep. 

The night was extremely close and sultry, a 
thunder storm evidently impending, and this, 



Digitized 



by Google 



232 sibyl's little daughter. 

no doubt, was the cause of the Senorita/s unusual 
weariness and exhaustion. 

Lady Lisle arranged the bedclothes, threw 
aside the silken coverlid, that the little slum- 
berer might be cool and refreshed, then sat 
herself down by the window to weep afresh, 
and to ponder on the events of the day past — 
to pray that she might be guided in days to 
come. 

She felt nervous and unwell, and longed for 
some friend to be near, to whom she might 
talk gently in that darkened chambor — to 
whom she might impart bow much she dreaded 
the moment when the poor little being would 
discover that he she so doated on, had left her 
for ever. 

" The boy too — that wretched Walter !" she 
murmured, with a shudder. " I am sure that 
last, despairing look of his will haunt me for 
ever. 

Then her thoughts wandered from the child 
to the mother; and the marble- like figure of 



Digitized 



by Google 



sibyl's utile daughter. 233 

the Gipsy's Daughter rose up before her — that 
face, with its weary, unearthly smile — those 
hands so waxen and attenuated. 

u Oh ! Sibylla," exclaimed the lady, aloud, 
" why were you so cruel as not to write to me 
— not to send for your friend — could you for 
one moment have doubted that I would have 
flown to your side ? In England two years and 
more — dying — broken-hearted — living with 
those rude people — scarcely having the necessa- 
ries of life — I, who would have given my all 
to comfort, to cherish you — living on here in 
ignorance of your fate, amidst luxury and 
affluence — and all you have let me do for you, 
Lorenzo's sweet young wife — so happy, so 
adored at Villa Eosa — has been to help to lay 
you in your grave." 

A knock at the door caused Lady Lisle to 
start, and hastily wipe away her tears. It was 
Mrs. Lucy, bringing a note from Mr. Hope, 
expressing a wish that if her ladyship was not 
engaged, or too much fatigued, she would oblige 
him by going to the Vicarage and drink tea 
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with him, as they had so many subjects of 
interest to talk abou." 

" Yes, I will go most certainly," said Lady 
Lisle, rising with alacrity ; " and although I 
am suffering to-night, I shall return, no doubt, 
with mind strengthened, and my spirits restored. 
But, supposing by any chance she were to 
awake during my absence," pausing by the 
bed, with her bonnet and shawl in her 
hand, "Lucy you must watch her until my 
return ; the child has never done such a thing 
since she came to Lillesmere, as rouse up 
before daylight ; but it would not be safe to 
leave her alone in darkness — so take my place ; 
I shall not be away a very long time." 

She stood listening for a minute to the 
gentle, regular breathings of the sleeping Zora, 
and then hastened to the Vicarage. 



Mr. Hope was standing on his lawn, looking 
out for his lady visitor. He le d h er into th 
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pretty oomfortable study where, in the bow- 
window, tea was ready, waiting to be poured 
out. 

"How cheerful this is, after my solitary 
home," exclaimed Lady Lisle, sinking into an 
arm chair, which was wheeled to the table for 
her reception. " I always say Mr. Hope, that 
of all men on earth, you are the happiest — the 
most to be envied — no sorrows — no cares." 

"No cares! come, my dear lady — I must 
deny that — with so many hundred souls to 
answer for— how can I be without cares and 
anxieties, oftentimes far heavier, far graver 
than you can imagine — my sorrows — God 
be praised, have been few — and this is, 
what I fear few men of my age can declare* 
But what is it," he continued, with his kind, 
benevolent smile, " that makes you so parti- 
cularly alive this evening to the comforts of 
my bachelor home." 

Lady Lisle sighed heavily. 

" I suppose," she replied " that it is because 
your serene countenance, and this light pleasant 
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scene form such a strong contrast to the miser- 
able young face I have looked upon to-day, 
and the dark silent room which I have just 
left, and wherein I am ashamed to confess I 
have been indeed indulging, in useless re- 
grets." 

" For which offence you must, first of all, be 
punished by tasting some of the old man's tea, 
and saying if any one can beat him in the 
making of it." 

And the Vicar handed to Lady Lisle his 
daintiest piece of China, a cup of untold 
value. 

" And here is brown bread, and white bread 
—slices thick, and slices thin — as good baking 
as any in England, whatever your grand 
madam Goodwin, at the Castle, may say to the 
contrary. 

Lady Lisle shook her head, assuring Mr. 
Hope she could not eat, she had no appetite for 
his excellent fare. 

"Not eat?" exclaimed the old gentleman, 
indignantly, "fie, fie, this will never do." 
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Instantly he began preparing a plate of 
strawberries and cream, a dish/' he muttered 
from which no woman in her proper senses ever 
turned away. 

Lady Lisle, not to appear ungrateful, ac- 
cepted the fruit, and did her best in trying to 
enjoy it, but her extreme dejection and lassi- 
tude were too obvious to be lost on her kind 
friend. 

" A bad look out this, my dear lady," he 
said, after a long pause, pushing away the 
table and throwing open the windows to their 
fullest extent, for what with his favorite 
beverage the tea, and the state of the atmos- 
phere, the worthy Vicar felt that to obtain as 
much air as possible was desirable. 

" A bad look out indeed for yourself, and 
the child that you are about to adopt, not to 
speak of the friends around you — if at every 
difficulty and hitch of the business you are to 
be thus completely downcast and disheartened. 
I know how it is perfectly — you are making 
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yourself ill about this Gipsy lad's departure, 
and at this moment you would give away 
Lillesmere and all its broad acres, if by doing 
so you could prevent the separation of these 
two children. 

" Indeed," sighed the lady, " had you but 
heard how beautifully he talked to me, poor 
boy — how he struggled to be calm and resigned 
— had you seen as I did, his look of misery 
when he placed the child in my arms and kissed 
her for the last time. Oh, I am very sure 
that you, dear sir, would now be feeling just 
as I do — full of pity and sorrow for him— only 
too willing, if possible, to follow him — to bid 
him return ; and can you wonder at my being 
in this state of dejection with such a dreaded 
to-morrow as I have before me ? When I think 
of that poor little Zora — and the sorrow that is 
in store for her — my courage indeed sometimes 
forsakes me." 

" Already I see the cares of a family are 
pressing heavily upon you," said Mr. Hope, 
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with a grave smile, as he laid his hand affec- 
tionately on Lady Lisle's. 

" Sigh not for children — you may love them 
well. But care will follow love." 

" But depend upon it," he continued cheer- 
fully, " you are taking too serious a view of the 
matter. I don't doubt that for a time we may 
have stormy weather with the Senorita ; but 
mark my words, the clouds will soon disperse — 
the sun burst forth again, and the poor self- 
exiled Bomana be remembered but as a childish 
dream." 

Lady Lisle shook her head unbelievingly. 

" Well, and even if my prophecy is not ful- 
filled," the good man continued, seeing that 
Lady Lisle did not look happier ; " at all events, 
our consciences will be easy on one point ; we 
shall have acted perfectly right in aiding and 
abetting the boy's departure. I ask you now, 
my lady, seriously, how would you expect to 
get on with this wild gem of the woods — the 
girl I mean, if she had the dark-eyed young 
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more like a giant one reads about in fairy tales 
than anything else — said in his deep hoarse 
voice—- 

" * Sir, think not that by aught you can do or 
say, what has been decided by me will be 
left undone. I believe that you mean kindly 
towards the boy ; but follow me he must — he 
shall— " 

" I only answered humbly and readily — 

" c Well, well, then, so let it be, and all things 
considered, I agree with you that perhaps it is 
the wisest course he could pursue.' " 

" But what," asked Lady Lisle, " will become 
of Walter abroad ? What occupation will he 
have to keep him from being led into tempta- 
tion — is it not only too probable that the 
poor boy, who now is so desirous of leading a 
good and useful life may, alas ! too soon, with 
no good example before him, plunge into misery 
and vice ?" 

Mr. Hope folded his anns, and sighed, as he 
leant back in his easy chair. 
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w It is not for me dearest lady to decide- 
how this may be — let us- do? for the lad the 
best thing we can — which is^ devoutly to com- 
mend him into the gracious care of the Al- 
mighty, and night Mid day let us ever remem- 
ber to pray with fervent hearts to that Omni- 
potent Being — from whom the meanest are not 
far — that He will watch over the soul, and 
guide the wandering feet of the orphan child's 
kind friend and much-loved companion." 

There was silence for a while in the Vicarage 
study, and as the Clergyman and Lady raised 
their eyes to the spangled summer sky, even 
then, from the depths of their souls, a petition 
was sent forth to God in behalf of poor un- 
happy Walter ; little did they know how near 
to them he was at that moment — but a few 
yards off — stretched nearly senseless over 
SibyFs grave ! 

The rest of the conversation entirely turned 
on pecuniary matters ; for some time, the Vicar 
and Lady Lisle were deep in consultation as to 
u 3 
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how the whole of the legacy bequeathed by- 
Sibyl de Castro could be received by Basil 
Deane and his nephew. 

Mr. Hope- had, at the Gipsy's desire, ad- 
vanced him a sum of money sufficient to 
transport him and the boy to the far off 
America ; as to the remainder of the money 
his daughter had left him, he seemed indiffer- 
ent whether he ever received it or not. 

u Here is enough," he said, slowly placing 
the bank notes in his bosom, " to last Walter 
and me for many a day ; if chance falls that 
we are ever in want of bread — or clothes to 
cover our nakedness, then it will be easy 
e nough to write — the lad Walter can handle 
a pen as well as any of you — and ask for more 
of hers — my Sibyl's money. These dirty bits 
of paper," he added, with a grim smile of dis- 
dain, " before which I ween some men amongst 
ye often times fall down and worship." 

" I had nothing to say against this arrange- 
ment," said Mr. Hope, " therefore, let him de- 
part, not forgetting to give him as much ad- 
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vice as 1 saw he would listen to with patience, 
respecting his future conduct, and the watchful 
care he must take over the youth. 

" i As long as I live, and Walter is content 
to bide with me, he shall never come to grief, 
this I promise you; and thank you for all 
that has been done, for her sake,' the poor 
man answered, grasping my hand; and before 
I could again speak, he was gone." 

" In a very few days," began Lady Lisle, 
after another pause, " I hope to hear from Mrs. 
Ellison. She is, from what I understand by 
my poor friend's letter, in correspondence with 
Senor Eodres, at Seville, the physician, who 
has the management of the De Castro affairs, 
and also the care of Villa Eosa. The Count 
had no inconsiderable fortune — " 

" Which," interrupted the Vicar, laughing, 
"will, by the time our Senorita arrives at 
years of discretion, if ever such a time arrives, 
have accumulated into a very pretty marriage 
portion, no doubt." 
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" I had no idea it was bo late," exclaimed 
bady Lisle, looking at her watch, and rising 
hastily — " ten o'clock 1 Zora may all this time 
lie awake and unhappy. Dear Mr. Hope, I 
must return home instantly !" 

They walked on to the lawn together, where 
# delicious fragrance was breathing from the 
Vicar's flowers, and stood gazing at the new- 
made grave, now deserted and solitary. 

Then it was that they were startled by the 
gudden appearance v of the Gipsies, who gathered 
round the resting place of their Queen. 

Basil Deane had, before he finally took leave 
.of the gang, made them swear, by everything 
tbey held saered, that one and all would leave 
Xijilesmere and its precincts before midnight 

The wanderers obeyed, but not before they 
had wee more visited the spot where Lo- 
renzo's wife was kid, and had thickly strewn 
it with leaves and blossoms, singing wrer the 
rej&pios of the beautiful Sibyl tfeor stmnge 
peculiar dirge. 
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Some of our reader may recollect the verses 
in the last page of the Qipsy's Daughter, 



We sing her to sleep 

In the grave so deep, 

Well knowing no power may hold her there, 

Our race will rebound 

From the burial ground 

To mingle with fire, earth, water, and air. 

The tree may be tall, 

But its leaves may fall 

Like the dropping around of gentle rain, 

They mix with the earth 

That gave forests their birth, 

And they rise up aloft in the sap again. 

Her form we may see, 

In a green willow tree, 

Her breath in a garden of flowers inhale ; 

Her hands and her feet in ivory meet, 

And her cheeks in the hue of a rose prevail. 
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Her voice we may know 

When the south winds blow, 

And sigh through the forests a dirge like this ; 

Bed coral may gain 

From her lips its stain 

In one everlasting — unearthly kiss. 

Ker hair we may twine 

In a wild young vine 

That clings to the home of her kindred here; 

Her bosom of snow 

In a lily may grow, 

And her spirit in spotless flame appear. 

And her sparkling eyes 

We may recognize 

In the wines of Xeres the pride of Spain ; 

Her laugh we may tell 

In a silver bell. 

But her smile we shall never behold again. 

She has loved us well, 

And she bore the spell, 

That none but ourselves are allowed to wear, 

She bore her own grief, 

Till she found relief, 

And we our own sorrow for her must bear. 
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And there was a short pause. We will again 
repeat the scene. The strange people sank 
slowly on their knees. By the light of the 
moon, which now shone resplendently in the 
cloudless sky, each dark visage could be dis- 
tinguished ; and very unearthly did the figures 
of the old hags appear, with their streaming- 
grizzly locks and upturned bloodshot eyes, rock- 
ing their bodies to and fro, and spreading out 
their bare arms and skinny fingers over the 
grave, as if performing some mystic rites. 
Once more the lullaby for the dead was 
chaunted — 

We sing her to sleep, 
In the grave so deep, 

Well-knowing no power can hold her there ; 
Our race well rebound, 
From the burial ground, 

To mingle with fire, earth, water, and air* 

Then the Gipsies arose, and passing through 

the church-yard gate as quietly as they had 

entered it, they vanished, and were no more 

seen. 

k 5 
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CHAPTEK XV 



Mr. Hope escorted Lady Lisle part of the way 
home, and then, at her particular desire, they 
separated. She was all anxiety that he should 
return and ascertain whether the dark mysteri- 
ous crew were still prowling about the church- 
yard. She could not divest herself of the idea 
that they had come with the intention of 
stealing the body of Sibyl — " for I have read 
and heard such terrible accounts of the Gipsy 
race/' her ladyship said, anxiously, shaking 
hands with the Vicar. " I believe that some- 
times their wickedness is quite awful ; so do 
pray, dear sir, go back and make your servants 
find out if they have really and truly taken 
their departure." 
Justastheoldgentlemanhadturnedaway, with 
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his kind nod and smile, tod Lady Lisle, having 
unlocked a private gate, had entered the flower- 
garden, below the terrace — she was startled by 
hearing the sound of carriage- wheels — such an 
unusual occurrence at that hour. Eagerly 
straining her sight in the darkness, for the 
moon at that moment had hid its light behind 
a cloud, she fancied she perceived some kind 
of vehicle, a postrchaise it seemed to be, moving 
slowly down the avenue. 

"Who can it be?" thought Lady Lisle, 
quickening her pace, as all kinds of impro- 
babilities, concerning Zora, rapidly passed 
through her mind. 

Slow, measured steps might now be heard 
treading the gravel walk. Lady Lisle felt her- 
self becoming foolishly nervous, when she per- 
ceived the grave, methodical Mr. Doyle coming 
to meet her. 

" Well Doyle ?" she asked, quickly ; for, 
although his countenance was scarcely discerni- 
ble, she now felt certain she was about to hear 
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some piece of intelligence wholly unexpected, 
and, most likely, not altogether agreeable. 
" Well, Doyle, who is it ?" 

" If you please, my lady/' was the solemnly 
respectful answer, " Miss Strickland has just 
arrived, and has been shown into the drawing- 
room," 

Her ladyship waited to hear no more. 

" Miss Strickland! dear friend!" she breath- 
lessly exclaimed, flying past the astonished 
butler, along the terrace, through the hall, into 
the arms of her old friend and governess. 

Affectionately, but with her usual collected 
undemonstrative manner, Miss Strickland re- 
turned the warm embrace of her ci-devant pupil 
and to Lady Lisle's most energetic expressions 
of gratitude, surprise, and delight, on seeing 
her friend — before she even thought it possible 
that the letter, containing her hopes and wishes, 
could have reached its destination — replied with 
a quiet smile, as she removed her veil and 
loosened her bonnet-strings ! 
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"My dear Emma, I assure you, you are 
praising and thanking me unnecessarily ; would 
it have been acting like a christian, or as one 
who, from your earliest youth, has been sin* 
cerely attached to you, had I hesitated in com* 
plying with your request?" 

"Oh yes, it is just like you!" exclaimed 
Lady Lisle, passing her arm caressingly round 
Miss Strickland's waist, and drawing her to the 
sofa ; " so considerate, so kind, and utterly un- 
selfish. But, now, tell me, what you will have 
to eat — Mrs, Goodwin and Doyle are waiting 
impatiently to know; something substantial 
after this long day's journey ?" 

Tea, and bread and butter, was all that she 
would accept. 

Lady Lisle, with flushed cheeks, all anima- 
tion and happiness — a totally different person 
from what she had appeared a little while ago 
at the Yicar's tea-table — waited upon her most 
welcome guest with the attention and kindness 
of a daughter ; and whilst the worthy woman 
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sits, and sips, and eats, let us give a slight 
sketch of her personal appearance. 

Miss Strickland, at this part of our story, 
was supposed to be about fifty years of age, 
but in reality had not attained by a few 
months, her forty-fourth year. Mental anxie- 
ties and bad health could not have had any- 
thing to do with her being aged before her 
time; for with her amiable docile pupils, she 
had hitherto led a life of peaceful serenity, and 
to maladies of any kind, save an occasional 
tickling cough or cold, she was a stranger. 

There are some people who are born with 
an old look, or rather, we often see people who 
one can never imagine to have looked young — 
doubtless it will not be difficult to some of our 
readers, to call to their remembrance a few of 
their acquaintances answering this description, 
especially amongst the unmarried of the female 
sex. 

Miss Strickland was decidedly of this class — 
tall, and straight as a poplar tree ; thin, almost 
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fearfully so— no one ever could have imagined 
to themselves, that there must have been a 
time when that stiff angular figure was rounded N 
and pliant with youth — that pale, or rather 
sallow complexion — fresh and glowing — those 
formal features — small and infantine — that hair 
now so sprinkled with grey, that its original 
colour was uncertain, dressed in short frizzy 
curls — ever glossy and bright. 

Yet with ail this prim elderlyness about her, 
there was so much of the real lady in Miss 
Strickland's appearance, that she could not 
be called ill-looking ; and although she 
invariably struck strangers as being stern 
and awful to a degree, those, who like 
• Lady Lisle, knew her well and thoroughly, had 
learned by experience, that it was only when 
her feelings were hurt a^d her propriety 
offended, that the cold light grey eye and 
thin tightly drawn lips, were expressive of 
displeasure and asperity. Beneath her frigid 
exterior, there, however, beat a warm feeling 
heart, and for any one to whom she was really 
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attached (certainly these were few), to serve 
them she would willingly sacrifice her own in- 
terest and happiness. For Lady Lisle, indeed, 
there was nothing reasonable and within her 
power that she would not have done. 

As long as she had seen her dear Emma 
once more comparatively happy in her home, 
and not absolutely requiring her advice or com- 
panionship, she had no scruples in leaving 
Lillesmere and returning to those avocations 
she so yearned for, but the instant she heard 
that again her valuable assistance and counsel 
were required, and earnestly wished for, she did 
not hesitate one moment, but immediately 
answered the letter she had at the same time 

received from the Duchess of S , decidedly 

declining her Grace's offer, that she should 
enter her family as governess, a situation the 
noble friends of her late pupil, the Lady Agnes 
Villieis, had exerted themselves vigorously to 
obtain for her, and one she knew would have 
suited her exactly in every way. 

Without any show of regret in her outward 
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demeanour or word of disappointment, she 
informed her relative with whom she was stay- 
ing at Brighton, that all idea of instructing the 

Ladies L was at an end ; that her plans 

were changed, and that she must start by the 
next coach for Kent. 

It was not until she had progressed many 
miles on her route — and she had again and 
again perused Lady Lisle's letter, the idea 
began to strike her, that this providentially dis- 
covered child, henceforth to become her pupil, 
might, all circumstances considered, prob- 
ably be no easy charge ; however, as we have 
before said, Lady Lisle had not commented 
largely on the youthful Zora's wildness and 
wilfulness of character; but had kept as much 
as possible to the beauty of her personal ap- 
pearance and her affectionate disposition. 

Therefore Miss Strickland, as she read, was 
not alarmed, feeling that her influence and ex- 
ample could not fail to subdue and control any 
young person, however giddily inclined, and very 



Digitized 



by Google 



BBS ftBTL's LtTILfc DATflffittft. 

Boon her thoughts were with her beloved Lady 
Lisle, who, she felt sure, was at that moment 
in great need of sympathy and counsel. 

Miss Strickland scarcely allowed herself any 
Test on her journey, so anxious was she to 
reach Lillesmere. It was contrary to her 
Strict ideas of propriety that a respectable 
woman should travel after dusk ; but for once 
in her life she broke through this rule, and 
although the sun was setting when she arrived 
at Tonbridge Wells, she ordered a post-chaise 
to be brought round without delay, and thus 
took the Lady of Lillesmere completely by sur- 
prise. And certainly, on her arrival, whatever 
she may have done eventually, the worthy 
woman, on witnessing her dear Emma's rap- 
ture and thankfulness, must have felt well 
repaid and rewarded for the decision she had 
made. 

In Lady Lisle'B eyes, Miss Strickland was 
perfection— she marvelled when people spoke 
of the stiff ungenial manners of her farmer 
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instructress — was indignant when she heard 
her denominated as straight-laced and absurdly 
prudish. 

What did they mean ? she could see nothing 
wrong in her opinions and sentiments — no fault 
in the kind friend — the guide and counsellor of 
her youth — and widowhood! 



" A most singular and most melancholy story 
indeed," remarked Miss Strickland, putting 
down her tea-cup, when Lady Lisle ceased 
speaking, after giving a graphic description of 
Sibyl's death and burial, also Walter's de- 
parture that evening. " How plainly we can 
trace all poor Madame de Castro's sufferings to 
her want of a good education and proper dis- 
cipline ; had she early been taught submission 
and firmness, her mind never would have given 
way at her husband's death — she might have 
now been living !" 

" The Count, from his marriage, devoted 
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himself to the education of his young wife, 
almost entirely/ 9 began Lady Lisle. 

"Ah! dear Emma," interrupted Miss Strick- 
land, with a gentle shake of the head, " it was 
then too late to begin sowing the seeds of 
learning and strong principle. The Count's 
efforts might have been blessed by seeing in 
the soil he was cultivating, tokens of improve- 
ment, but it would take years — many more 
than he had the power of bestowing on the 
work, before any of the plants he so anxiously 
watched and tended, could have arrived at real 
bloom or perfection. How mercifully Provi- 
dence has ordered that this orphan child should 
have been thrown in your way, at that tender 
age, when the mind can be moulded into any 
form you please, unless there is an innate 
tendency to evil and stupidity in the child 
which I will not imagine to be the case with 
your protegeiP 

u Oh ! no, I am sure it is not so !" said Lady 
Lisle, eagerly, " coming from such amiable — I 
may say virtuous parents — there can, I am 
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sure, be nothing evil about Zora. As for 
stupidity — as far as I can judge from what 
I have seen of her — she appears to me*to be 
only too clever aad sharp witted for her years. 
I will not, however, attempt to conceal from 
you, dearest Miss Strickland, that she is wild 
and wayward ; more so than any child with 
whom you have ever had any thing to do." 

" That may easily be, the governess replied, 
with a smile, laying her hand on Lady Lisle's. 
I never had but one young child undermy care, 
" and she was not very difficult to-manage." 

u But," continued Lady Lisle, without heed- 
ing the remark, " now that you are come, I 
have no fears that the little creature's impetu- 
osity and extraordinary love of liberty may 
not, by degrees, be controlled — corrected. 
How different were my feelings at the Vicarage, 
just now ! full of despair, because the Gipsy boy 
was gone, and I alone, unassisted, had the 
prospect before me of breaking, the news to 
the poor orphan, and of bearing the whole 
burden of her grief. But now you — my 
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wisest and best of counsellors are here, ani- 
your presence, which alwaya has, and ever wall 
exercise such an influence oyer me, has already: 
imparted courage to this cowardly heart of 
mine ; how can I thank you sufficiently," she 
continued — so earnestly that the tears rose once 
more in her eyes — for the truly kind act of 
giving up the Duchess's eligible situation, to 
come to me, to teach the child of the poor dead 
Sibylla !" 

And Lady Lisle again arose from her seat to 
embrace her friend. 

'•You have thanked me sufficiently, dear 
Eemma," Miss Strickland, replied, with grave 
serenity. " I assure you, that not only duty 
but inclination brought me here — do you think 
for a moment that however fortune might have 
smiled upon me in gaining for me, my favorite 
occupation in her grace's family, I could have 
felt satisfied, or at peace with myself, had I 
refused to attend the call of one, who from the 
first hour that I saw her has ever been to 
me, as the most dutiful of daughters. Be 
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sides which, I am already interested, even 
before seeing her, in this child, for you hav» 
so often told me of those days you spent with 
her unfortunate parents in Seville. Certainly 
I expect to find the little de Castro hot 
tempered and unruly ; with the blood of the 
Spaniard — and — and," Miss Strickland coughed 
slightly, " the blood of the Gipsy," she lowered 
her voice as if she felt somewhat of repugnance 
in pronouncing the last word, " commingling 
in her veins, we cannot hope to find in her all 
the docility and meekness of an English child. 
However, I trust by careful training, strict 
discipline, and a regular course of wholesome 
study, we may, in due course of time, so regu- 
late my pupil's mind, and develop her under- 
standing, that she may become tractable, and 
submissive. Instead of condoling with you on 
the departure of this boy — Walter, is he 
called ? I consider it the best thing that could 
have happened for the child ; and our first en- 
deavour must be to make her forget — not the 
kindness of her companion — that would be un- 
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grateful — but, as much as possible, every cir- 
cumstance connected with that most uncivilised 
race, of which," and the excellent lady drew 
herself up, " I have a most unfeigned horror." 
" Walter was certainly a very superior spe- 
cimen not only of a Gipsy, but of many in a far 
more exalted grade, and Zora does love him so 
dearly," sighed Lady Lisle. 

" I hope she will soon learn to love her 
benefactress, and her mother's friend as well, 
and better." 

And a shadow of sternness was perceptible 
in the governess's accents. 

<k Let me beg of you, dear Emma, if the 
child is inclined to give way to violent and 
unbecoming grief, when she hears this youth 
is no longer to be her playfellow, to begin at 
once by being firm with her, and not by too 
much pitying and caressing encourage her 
sorrow. Take no notice of it, but speak 
seriously and kindly on the folly of deploring 
that which eventually will lead so much to her 
good. Depend upon it this mode of treat- 
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ment will be the most judicious and service- 
able." 

" I think not — I doubt it," thought Lady 
Lisle, as she leant oyer the table and rather 
abstractedly played with the handles of the 
small gold coffee spoons. 

" Zora's disposition is so peculiar," she be- 
gan, after a short pause, " that we must be 
careful—" 

She was interrupted, and made to look up 
very suddenly, by an exclamation from Miss 
Strickland. 

" My dear Emma, what is that ? — there — in 
the drawing-room ! Surely I saw something 
white moving in the dark !" 

No one was less believing, or more indig- 
nant on the subject of ghosts and walking 
spirits than our good governess ; and, of course, 
on this occasion, it would be a libel to insinu- 
ate that one of the carefully arranged hairs of 
her well-frizzed curls rose on end, but, cer- 
tainly a particularly keen observer might hav- 

VOL. I. K 
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remarked just a slightly scared look in the 
light grey eye, as it watched a tiny form ap- 
proach nearer and nearer, with hair strangely 
dark, and long, streaming over the snowy 
dress, nearly to the naked feet. 

" Zora, my dearest little girl !" cried Lady 
Lisle, starting np in much concern, "why 
have you done this — what made you leave 
your bed ? how very wrong of Lucy !" 

" I want, Walter," answered the child, in a 
low, serious voice. " I awoke by myself, Lady, 
and am come to say, I want him — Walter !" 
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CHAPTER XVI. 



Mrs. Lucy had considered herself a very ill- 
used individual, and exceedingly "put upon," 
when again, the second time in the course of that 
day, she was left to take care of the young 
stranger ; and Very pouting were the lips of the . 
pretty maid, when she listened to the sound of 
Lady Lisle's retreating footsteps. 

" This is rather too much of a good thing," 
she muttered, tC losing my supper the same 
way as I did my breakfast, and just this evening, 
too, in particular, when we have got Mr. 
Forest in to make things agreeable. I can't 
think, for my part, what's taking my Lady 
gadding off to the Vicarage at such an hour as 
this ; but if she's obliged to go, I wish she 
would pick out some of the other servants to 
w 3 
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look after this tiresome little creature, that's 
all, and not choose me to be stuck up alone in 
this dark, dismality of a room, just as if I 
did'nt haye enough of this kind of work in the 
morning I" 

For a minute or two she stood irresolute, 
candle in hand, looking very much inclined to 
disobey orders, return to the lower regions, 
and the society of her hero and admirer, the 
head gardener. However, she seemed to think 
better of it ; for setting down her candle, with 
a thump upon the table, Mrs. Lucy flung her- 
self into the arm-chair Lady Lisle had vacated, 
uttering the not very elegant expression — 

"Bother take it!" 

There she remained for some time in a state 
of great irritation — yawning — heigh- hoing, 
and ready to cry, when she thought how un- 
kind he would think it, her treating him in 
this manner, and staying away from "the 
room ;" and she knew, too, how becoming she 
was looking in her cap newly done up with 
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primrose, and the nosegay he had plucked for 
her, pinned against her bosom. 

" A right down shame it was, and she had the 
greatest mind to give warning that night." 
There were no sentimental books in her Lady- 
ship's bookcase, or the solitary damsel would 
have beguiled the tedious time by a perusal of 
them. There was no occupation for her but to 
sit and star-gaze, and wonder which of all the 
luckless heroines she had read of, her fate most 
resembled. 

It struck ten — and still poor Mrs. Lucy was 
kept prisoner in J:he bed-room, but now she 
was resigned to her fate ; for — as she thought to 
herself — "Mr. Forest must have left by this time, 
so it would be of no use, if I could, to go down." 
She felt very much inclined to nap — her head 
nodded to and fro — and she was just beginning 
to " forget herself," when the sound of carriage- 
wheels, grating along the gravel, caused her to 
jump up with a vehement start. 

" A yellow post-chaise, I declare !" she ex- 
claimed, opening the window, and leaning her 
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body half-way oyer the balcony ; " who is it, 
in the name of goodness? no more Counts' 
daughters, or Gipsy children come to plague us, 
I do hope." 

The vehicle drew up before the Castle-doors, 
but strain herself as she would, at the imminent 
risk of pitching head foremost into the garden 
below, Mrs. Lucy could not catch a glimpse of 
the tall upright figure Doyle and Stephen 
assisted to alight ; but it must, she thought, 
be somebody of importance — for there seemed 
to be a bustle going on amongst the men ser- 
vants, an immediate unstrapping of £runks, 
&c, &c 

The lady's-maid was on thorns of inquisi- 
tiveness, and came in from the balcony all 
flushed and excited. 

" I must just pop down and see who it is 
— if I die for it," she said, snatching up the 
candle, " it won't take me more than a minute 
— and, la bless me 1" glancing rather contemp- 
tuously at the little bed; "just as if there 
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was any danger of her waking up — was there 
tfver anything so sound before ?" 

She bent over the Senorita, and passed the 
light quickly before her eyes. 

" She would not wince I believe if a cannon 
ball was let off in her tar," the lady's-maid 
continued, " so I don't know why I should not 
go and see who has made so bold as to come 
upon us at this outlandish hour." 

Off she tripped — and great was her disap- 
pointment to learn that the post-chaise had 
only deposited " that hold maidish Miss Strick- 
land," who, pert Mrs. Lucy used to declare, 
" looked as if she had swallowed no end of stiff 
pokers." 

She was, however, to do her justice, on the 
point of returning to her post — her curiosity 
having been relieved — but who should she meet 
at the still room door, but the fascinating Mr. 
Forest lingering about the offices in the hope of 
seeing " pretty Mrs. Lucy," before he retired 
for the night; and then it so happened that 
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the little sleeping lady up-stairs was remem- 
bered no more by her giddy-pated guardian. 

And, perhaps, on every other night through- 
out the year Mrs. Lucy might have taken her 
pleasure below stairs with impunity — for a 
very unusual occurrence indeed it was for our 
little heroine to awake up for a single instant 
until day-break. 

However, on this particular occasion, the imp 
of mischief seemed maliciously determined to 
punish the inquisitive abigail for her desertion 
from her post, by meddling and interrupting 
the slumbers of the Count's daughter. For 
what caused the bed-clothes to be so suddenly 
thrown aside, and the little recumbent figure, 
which ten minutes ago Lucy had seen motion- 
less as wax-work, to start up into a sitting pos- 
ture we cannot explain ! 

Was it the noise of distant thunder 
grumbling in the heavens — but that could 
scarcely have disturbed one who had many 
times slept soundly in a tent during a violent 
storm. 
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Zora sat up, and glancing quickly at the 
large bed by her side, could just distinguish 
that there was no Lady lying in it — that there 
was no one in the room — in fact, that she was 
alone. 

It is not cowardice, or any horror of finding 
herself solitary which makes the little girl 
shudder as she does, and hide her face in her 
hands. She is thinking of him who a minute 
ago, she fancied was near her — looking at her 
— talking to her. 

" Walter," she murmurs, fretfully, " I was 
dreaming you were singing to me; but no # 
I remember, after you kissed me, I had no 
song to-night !" 

She remained very still, for a few minutes, 
apparently deep in thought, looking towards 
the window, and watching the moon, as it now 
hid its light — then sailed majestically from be- 
hind its dusky curtain. 

But it was no pleasant theme, on which the 
N 5 
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child was meditating— or one likely to tran- 
quillize her into sleep again. 

It was Walter's troubled expression — his 
wild, woe-begone smile — that burning tear, 
which had fallen on her cheek, when he 
pressed her to his heart so passionately, and 
laid her in the lady's arms — which Zora, so 
overcome by weariness, had, at the time, 
scarcely noticed, but now came rushing 
clearly to her recollection. 

" What ailed that heart o' thine, what ailed that watery 

*een, 
What made thee, ay, grow pale and cold, when thou took'st 

leave o' me V 9 

Zora clenched her little hands together, and, 
with a short, impatient cry, sprang from her 
bed. 

"Lady ! — Senora ! — here !" stamping her foot. 

She paused for a reply, which came not ; 
once more she called louder and more angrily ; 
and then beginning to think she was deserted, 
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the Senorita, trembling with indignation, 
groped her way to the door, and into the Cor- 
ridor. 

" Like new snow-flakes, white and mute," 

her small feet fell on the carpeted steps, as she 
descended lightly, holding the bannisters in 
one hand, with the other lifting up her long and 
flowing night-dress, that it might not impede 
her progress. 

The landing-place, or inner hall, was still 
brilliantly lighted, by a large lamp, suspended 
from the ceiling, therefore, the young lady 
had no difficulty in reaching the drawing-room 
door, which she threw open without hesitation. 

But again all was darkness there ; and she 
began to quake and shiver on finding herself in 
the middle of that spacious apartment, and 
heard the door slowly but firmly shut between 
her, excluding every ray of light. 

A shriek of passion and terror would soon, 
undoubtedly, have brought the whole house- 
hold to the rescue, most effectually putting a 
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stop to Mrs. Lucy's flirtation, if the sound of 
voices, not far off from where she stood, had 
not struck Zora's quick ear. 

She listened attentively, then glided on, 
making her way amongst the furniture, hold- 
ing her arms out, and feeling, with her hands 
groping about, like some blind, spirit-looking 
thing. 

The voices grew louder, and more distinct 
the further she advanced. Another smaller 
drawing-room she had to pass through, and 
then, to her great relief, she was no longer 
wrapped in obscurity. 

The Boudoir door, leading into the saloons, 
had been left open, on account of the heat, 
and Zora, before she was visible herself, had 
plainly distinguished Lady Lisle and Miss 
Strickland seated at the tea-table, with the 
lamp between them. 

As she moved along, the child knew directly 
that the eye of a stranger was upon her — 
neither was the amazed, petrified expression of 
that eye, as it fell upon the tiny apparition, in 



Digitized 



by Google 



sibyl's little daughter. 277 

any degree unheeded, by that most keenly ob- 
servant of little mortals. 

Many and many were the times, in after 
days, purposely to annoy the governess, 
who so prided herself on her strong-minded- 
ness, Zora would slyly revert to that night, 
when — 

" I nearly transformed poor Miss Strick- 
land into a pillar of salt with terror, by ap- 
pearing before her in my night gown, looking 
the picture of a wicked little ghost." 

Bat to have seen her, as she entered the 
Boudoir, no one would have supposed she was 
even aware of Miss Strickland's presence. 

Without casting one glance at this stately 
personage, who hastily gathered up her skirt, just 
preventing two bare feet from treading upon it, 
Zora made her way straight up to Lady Lisle, 
and uttered the words with which our last 
chapter ended — 

Afc I want him — Walter!" 

And even whilst inwardly regretting that 
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such a catastrophe should have occurred, Lady 
Lisle could not help feeling half inclined to 
laugh, when she thought how marvellously 
amused Mr. Hope would have been, could he 
have witnessed this strange introduction be- 
tween the governess, fresh from the study of 
the peerless Lady Agnes Villars, and her 
future pupil. 

No sooner had Zora pronounced the name 
of Walter, than Miss Strickland arose, and 
looked at Lady Lisle, with grave significance, 
saying, in French — 

" Do not hesitate, Emma — conceal nothing 
from her — but, at once, tell the child every- 
thing." 

" Oh } no, no," answered Lady lisle, in the 
same language, and speaking fast and ear- 
nestly; "for Heaven's sake, not to-night! 
This once only, dear Miss Strickland, I cannot 
obey you. And, believe me, if you knew the 
child as well as I do, you would confess that I 
am right this time. We must have peace and 
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rest to-night — we all require it — you, after 
your tedious journey — and I, after this long, 
sad day !" 

"Procrastination scarcely ever fails to in- 
crease difficulties," remarked Miss Strickland, 
shortly and decisively. 

" How, Senora," interrupted Zora, impa- 
tiently shaking Lady Lisle's arm ; " don't 
talk any more, but send to him, and bid 
him come ; he'll be safer here to-night than 
in the tent; for, see how black the sky is 
growing — and presently there will be a storm ! 
Hark ! there is a clap of thunder — do you not 
hear it, Lady ?" 

And she slowly raised her finger, as she 
spoke, and stood in an attitude of deep atten- 
tion ; and the little face and figure now as- 
sumed such a strange lQok of mysterious 
solemnity, that the governess turned away her 
head, with something very much like a 
shudder. 

She was unaccustomed to such sights — to 
behold young people rise from their beds, and 
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in a half-clothed state, speak and gesticulate 
as on a stage — but again she shuddered, poor 
lady ! as the thought flashed across her, that in 
this ohild before her, there was no acting, no 
affectation, but everything only characteristic 
of that bold, presumptuous race, from whence, 
alas ! she sprung. 

When she remembered this, there was no 
longer reason for her to wonder how there 
came to be that peculiarity — Miss Strickland 
could at that moment think of no other epithet 
to her mind so applicable— uncanny glitter in 
the eyes of the young orphan. 

Lady Lisle perceived her friend's look of 
frigid surprise, and trembled, lest she should 
take upon herself to utter the dread words, and 
reveal all to Zora. 

" You need not fear for Walter," she said, 
hurriedly, "he is so good, the Almighty will 
take care of him wherever he may be — beneath 
a Tent, or in a Castle — but Zora, would Walter 
be pleased to see you now standing here at this 
late hour ? Oh I no, no ! he would be quite as 
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sorry, quite as angry as I am — you know he 
would; so, dear little girl, without another word, 
you will let me carry you up stairs, and to 
please him and me, you will quietly lie down 
and sleep till morning." 

Lady Lisle very wisely did not wait for a 
reply ; but lifted the little creature in her arms, 
and although she felt herself sinking beneath 
her burden, paused not until she reached the 
bed-room; Miss Strickland following at her 
usual sedate pace. 

Lucy met her lady in the Corridor, pale as 
ashes, having just discovered, to her dismay, 
that the little bed was empty, and her charge 
vanished in a most unaccountable manner; 
on recovering her breath, Lady Lisle was pre- 
pared to rebuke the busy coquette, as she de- 
served, for her disobedience and neglect ; but 
she saw that the pangs of affright she had 
endured, when she found, that during her flir- 
tation with Mr. Forest, the little creature had 
been kidnapped, or sported away, was ample 
punishment. Therefore, Madam Lucy got off 
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very well — that is to say, with very few words 
of reprimand, but her kind lady's, grave pale 
face as she mildly said — 

" The consequence? of your leaving this little 
child, Lucy, might have been very serious," 
went more to her heart than the most length- 
ened, stern lecture from any one else, would 
have been." 

Lady Lisle's great anxiety now, having 
safely deposited Zora in her bed, was — although 
for worlds she would not have hinted itr— that 
Miss Strickland should retire to rest, and leave 
her alone with the little girl ; but for some 
time longer the good lady lingered, still in 
hopes that her dear Emma would summon up 
her courage, and at once put an end to these 
incessant demands — 

"Where is Walter? Will he come again 
soon ?" by informing the child of the real state 
of the case. 

Lady Lisle felt very sick and nervous, 
whilst Lucy undressed her ; Zora's voice be- 
coming more and more fretful, which in vain 
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she tried to silence, Miss Strickland standing 
immoveable by the toilette, watching and 
waiting for the words she wished to hear. 

Not until Lucy had arranged the room, 
placed the lamp, and curtsied her "good- 
night," did it strike Miss Strickland how un- 
usually pale and fatigued her poor little Lady- 
ship looked, as she sat resignedly, leaning her 
head upon her hand. 

" Well, my dear Emma," she said, stooping 
down, and imprinting a kiss upon the throbbing 
brow, u as I see you are exhausted to-night, 
both in mind and in body, perhaps the kindest 
thing I can do will be to leave you. I sin- 
cerely wish you could have unburdened your- 
self of this secret, which I know lies heavy on 
your heart; however, I will not press you 
further; try and sleep, and awake with your 
wonted fortitude." 

" Mademoiselle de Castro," approaching the 
bed, and holding her hand to that young lady, 
" good -night, and let me advise you to think 
of nothing more at present, but your prayers — 
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pray do not disturb your kind friend, who has 
suffered so much to-day for your sake." 

Zora placed both her hands behind her back, 
when the friendly salutation was proffered, and 
eying the governess askance, watched her 
narrowly till she was outside the door. 
Although Miss Strickland's words to the Seno- 
rita had been but very few, they were not 
without their salutary effect. Instinctively 
she felt she had been spoken to by one, 
whom to offend, would be dangerous. Zora 
knew not — did not care to ask, from whence 
the strange woman had dropped ; but of this 
she was certain " she did not like her ugly, 
long, face, and solemn voice ; and to-morrow — 
yes — the first thing of all, she would beg Walter 
never to let her come near to Zoe again I" 

With an exclamation of thorough weariness, 
Lady Lisle at length laid herself down to rest. 

"Yes," she murmured, faintly, "I know 
darling Zora will not disturb me, for this poor 
head of mine does ache so fearfully." 

The Senorita did not answer — and for a few 
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moments remained in a state of perfect 
quiescence. Presently Lady Lisle, just as she 
was beginning to doze, was startled by feeling 
the pressure of a little hand on her forehead, 
and looking up, perceived the child close 
to her side — Zora had crept stealthily from 
her cot into the large bed — with no inten- 
tion, this time, of disturbing ; but only to do 
good to the suffering lady. 

" Mi Senora," she whispered, " I will nurse 
you as Walter and I used to nurse povera 
mamma mia. Zora will hold your head, and 
sing, and hush you to sleep." 

Lady Lisle, oppressed as she was by physical 
pain, felt it impossible to remonstrate, or argue 
the point: so, unrebuked, the little maiden 
continued to press the aching brow, whilst 
she sang, as gently as she had been wont to 
do to her dying mother, some childish song 
or hymn. 

Ever and anon she would cease to listen 
to the storm, which had rapidly increased in 
violence. The rain was pouring in torrents — 
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the thunder burst in loud, tremendous i 
the lightning flashes were so vivid, that, at 
times, everything within the chamber became 
distinctly visible to the wakeful Zora. She 
experienced no sensation of terror: en the 
contrary, the litle girl, during a raging tempest 
such as this, was ever filled with wonder and 
admiration ! 

To others, the crash and the fire of the 
of the Heavens might be terrible ; but to her 
• — this child of nature — there was a sublimity 
in it all ; ever since Walter, with solemn ear- 
nestness, had once whispered to his dear com* 
panion, " not to be afraid, for the thunder was 
but God speaking to His people from on high," 
the little girl had cast away fear ; and, how- 
ever fiercely the elements might rage, remained 
breathless, motionless — that she might not 
lose one sound of that mysterious, mighty 
voice. 

Lady Lisle, to the day of her death, never 
forgot that night. It was impossible to sleep 
soundly for any length of time during such a 
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noisy storm ; and every few minutes the rest 
she so needed was broken, and she would 
awake, her heart beating violently, and her 
head throbbing, as if it would burst. 

And every time this happened, there was 
that child, still sitting upright in bed by her 
side — her wonderful eyes open to their fullest 
extent — now turned, with profoundest awe, 
towards the window — now, when the lightning 
played upon the opposite wall, to a picture of 
the Crucifixion. Once or twice, Lady Lisle 
began, in faint, expostulating tones — 
" Zora, dear, still awake ?" 
But instantly a small hand was placed on 
her mouth ; she was not allowed to proceed. 

" Hush, Senora," the little creature whispered, 
" it is for you to sleep — not Zoe — who is well 
and happy, listening to the great sounds from 
Heaven, and praying to God for Walter, my own 
dear boy, in the tent, that he may soon come 
to me safe — no harm done to him !" 

Lady Lisle covered her face with the bed- 
clothes, to stifle a groan. She had not energy 
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to speak or move. Again she stink into a pro- 
found torpor — again to be aroused, to behold 
that little figure still in the same attitude ! 



That night, Lady Lisle often declared in 
after years, seemed to be interminable, and yet 
how far too short ! 

It was not till day had dawned that the 
storm abated, and both Lady and child slept 
peaceably, and continued to do so till long after 
their usual hour of rising. 
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CHAPTER XVIL 



Lady Lisle was the first to awake and start up, 
sighing heavily, when collecting her scattered 
senses, she found that she had only dreamt 
the bitter task was over — that all had been 
told to Zora, who had received the intelligence 
with perfect indifference ! 

" No — we have to pass through this trying 
ordeal as best we may — a sad day we have 
before us, you and I, hermosa !" 

And she knelt by the bedside, and praydtt 
with all her heart and strength for Sibyl's little 
orphan. Feeling still far from well, she sent 
Lucy down to request Miss Strickland would 
breakfast without her, and then join her in 
the dressing-room. The Governess oomplied, 
vol. i. o 
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but very reluctantly, for she feared it wa* 
not indisposition alone that prevented Lady 
Lisle from appearing. 

" Emma/ 9 so she soliloquised, " I doubt not, 
is haying trouble, and much to contend with in 
that child, or else she delays the communica- 
tion, and avoids my presence, that I may not 
blame her weakness." 

Having satisfied an appetite that never 
varied, and was so wonderfully small, that 
people often declared Miss Strickland must 
imbibe bodily nourishment from her books 
— or else it seemed impossible that the 
little she consumed at her different meals could 
sustain existence in her lengthy frame — she 
immediately obeyed her friend's summons, and 
r^aired to the dressing-room. There she 
found Lady Lisle herself officiating at the 
little girl's toilet. One glance at the pale 
face, and troubled, averted eye, sufficed to 
inform Miss Strickland that the tale had not 
been told. 

" But soon it will be. Every moment I 
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feel my courage growing stronger and stronger ; 
but not just yet — patience, dear Miss Strick- 
land. When these curls are brushed — these 
little shoes tied on— oh ! then, then — !" 

These words were not spoken aloud — but the 
imploring look end gesture were understood, 
and the Governess, pitying her dear Emma, 
pressed her hand, seating herself in silent 
expectation. Zora, meanwhile, unusually pa- 
tient and submissive, stood carelessly humming 
a tune, and arranging a tasty bouquet from 
a heap of flowers Forest had just sent in. 

" How sweet they smell after the rain," she 
said I " see, Lady, this rose— what a drenching 
it has had !" 

She held the flower, 

" Encumbered with moisture," 

to her face, till the rain-drops tickled down her 
cheeks. 

"Tears!" she exclaimed, merrily, glancing at 
herself in the mirror ; " but neither naughty or 
o 2 
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unhappy ones. I will not wipe them away ;. 
and when Walter sees them, he will say, 

" l What ! has Zoe been crying V 

" And I will answer — 

" c No, no, mi bonito, it is only the rose that 
has been weeping, and I did kiss it, and the 
tears fell off its leaves, and so streamed down 
my cheeks.' " 

"And then," clapping her hands, "Walter 
will laugh and be glad ! Now, Senora," 
she continued, having finally arranged and 
tied up her nosegay, "have you not really 
done with me ? may I not soon run away to 
seek my Gipsey boy ?" 

" You cannot, surely, wish to go out on such 
an unfavorable morning as this," remarked Miss 
Strickland ; " Do you not see that last night's 
storm has completely changed and unsettled 
the weather ? and, if even if it is not raining 
at this moment, it will do so very shortly ?" 

And, indeed, the prospect out of doors was 
far from being a tempting one. How different 
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from what it had presented a few hours back ! 
Everything now looked damp and desolate — 
the gravel walks, turned into yellow pools of 
water; the lawns strewed with leaves, blossoms, 
and branches of trees — signs of devastation on 
all sides. The sky was murky and lowering, 
the wind moaned and whistled round the Castle, 
in short, there was a sombre, melancholy, 
gloom reigning over Lillesmere on this dreaded 
day. 

Zora blushed, and hid her face behind the 
bouquet, when Miss Strickland spoke. The 
awe with which that personage had inspired 
her the previous night, not having yet 
vanished, 

" May I go," she whispered, keeping very 
close to Lady Lisle, "you speak, not her; 
may I go to Walter ?» 

She raised her eyes, and they rested on a 
countenance so pale, so full of distress and 
agitation, that Zora started and drew back in 
amazement. She stood, and gazed, and won- 
dered, then repeated her demand — 
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" May I go to Walter V* steadily watching 
Lady Lisle's countenance whilst she did so* 

And the little girl remarked that at every 
word she uttered the face she looked upon so 
piercingly, grew paler and paler, more and 
more troubled. 

Then quick 1 quick as an arrow from a bow ! 
— there darted through her brain, a thought, 
the suspicion of which caused the blood to rush 
tumultuously to the heart of that young child, 
and the small frame to quiver with conflicting 
emotions. 

"Where is my brother?" she exclaimed, 
in a voice husky and faltering. 

She paused — her head thrown back, one foot 
advanced, one clenched fist held out with a 
gesture of command. 

Lady Lisle's lips, now livid with nervous- 
ness, moved, but that was all — no sound issued 
therefrom. She looked to her friend for help, 
and sank upon a chair, for her knees shook 
under her. 

Miss Strickland arose, and placed herself 
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opposite Zora. Again the young, clear voice 
was raised — this time in its loudest, most im- 
perious accents. 

"Where is my friend — my brother?" 

"The boy of whom you speak," began the 
Governes, with calm decision of manner, laying 
her hand on the bare white shoulder — 

"Hush, hush, not you, not you!" cried Zora, 
holding her ears, and recoiling from the touch 
of the neatly gloved fingers, as she would have 
done JBfom some obnoxious animal. " Lady, 
you only must speak — you only must tell me 
yrhj he is not here. Oh ! duke Senora Mia" 
the little creature continued, becoming con- 
vinced that there must be something very 
wrong ; and appealing to her mother's friend 
in language pathetic and imploring — "Why 
are you so pale— so silent ? what ails my Gipsy 
boy, has he been hurt by the storm ? Is Walter 
ill — unhappy! hear me," using every gesture 
of entreaty, " answer me ! speak, speak, I say, 
and tell poor Zoe, will he not be coming soon ?" 

Lady Lisle made one more desperate effort 
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to command her feelings, but failed entirely ; 
bursting into tears, she strained the child to 
her bosom, 

" Zara, sweetest," she filtered forth," oh ! I 
beseech you, do not be miserable, or it will 
break my heart to see you ! My dearest, 
good, courageous, like Walter. It is be 
cauae he thought it best and wisest — 
because he promised to your poor, dying 
mother he would do so— that he has taken 
tjris step.". 

"What— what?" demanded Zora breath- 
lessly, every tinge of color disappearing 
from cheek and lip ; her eyes assuming that 
feed dilated stare — from the sight of which, 
Walter, on the preceding morning, in the 
Pavilion, had turned away. 

" What I what, I say, has he done ?" im- 
patiently the child repeated. 

"He is gone — he has left you, darling," 
answered Lady Lisle, now weeping unre- 
strainedly, and folding her arms still closer, 
and mow tondfdy, around the orphan; "he 



Digitized 



by Google 



sibyl's little daughter. 297 

has given his preoious little sister to me — 
her mother's friend; who promises to love 
her, and make her happy, all her life. 
Oh! tell me that you will not grieve for 
him too sadly ! that, for his Sake, yon will 
strive to be contented with my love — my 
home !" . 

Zora slowly disengaged herself from the 
Lady's embrace and stood, for a moment, dizzy 
bewildered ; then, just as a wounded bird, 
suddenly arrested in its joyous flight, comes 
fluttering, drooping to the earth, so the child, 
who felt herself forsaken, whose little heart was 
pierced and bleeding, sank lower and lower, 
and bowed her face to the ground. 

11 Ay de miP } she murmured; that lamenta- 
tion which Sibyl had so often breathed in 
the presence of her young daughter. "Ay 
de mi! now, on Zoe's cheeks, will pour 
down, not only drops from the leaves of the 
rose, oh, but tears, real tears. 
5 o 
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a Walter, mi bonito have you left me! are 
you gone, for ever gone ?' 

Miss Strickland would have raised the pros* 
trate little figure, could she have done so with 
her usual self-possession and dignity. But 
she, too, was moved with compassion, and felt 
a choking sensation in her throat, and a dim- 
ness in her sight So there Zora lay — the 
grief-stricken child ; and, in that attitude of 
deep humility, with her dark hair falling over 
her like aveil, she was the personification of an 
infant Magdalen. 

But to what can we compare her now ? — 
as she suddenly starts up to her feet, with a 
wild shriek of passion and despair — every 
feature distorted, every vein swollen by the 
storm that is raging within— a storm far more 
terrible to behold than that which shortly 
before convulsed the summer sky I 

Is it a human creature " possessed," as in days 
of yore, that we have now before us ? or can 
the tale, so gently, cautiously, revealed by the 
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kind Lady, have already set fire and madness to 
that brain? 

Oh ! sin, thou bitter curse of mankind, from 
which one, a mere babe in years, cannot 
escape ! Gasping — struggling for breath — for 
speech, which, for a time, the shock she had 
received — the sudden rush of furious rage, had 
utterly deprived her — smiting her breast — 
her head — burying her nails deep in her flesh, 
as if by inflicting on herself bodily pain, she 
might, in some degree, mitigate the pangs 
of her mind — there stood Count Lorenzo's 
daughter, truly a pitiable little object to be- 
hold ! 

" Is the child seized with a fit of epilepsy." 
exclaimed Miss Strickland, in real alarm, 
snatching up a glass of water ? 

" Do not touch her, or provoke her farther, 
in Heaven's name!" urged Lady Lisle, im- 
ploringly, placing herself before the gover- 
ness. 

" Zora," she continued, trembling in every 
limb, but striving with all her might to appear 
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composed, " do you not see how you frighten 
us by thus giving way to this sorrow ? Why 
will you not be good and try to be calm — dar- 
ling, will you not listen to me— will you not 
come to me ?" 

Zora seized hold on the two fair hands that 
were held out to her-— only the next minute to 
dash them violently from her. And then her 
tongue was loosed, and words came thick and 
fast, but neither of them either in English or 
Spanish, violent or strong enough to express 
the agony she was enduring. 

" Cease, cease, for shame !" said Miss Strick- 
land, sternly, "let us hear no more of this 
wicked language, I beg !" 

As well might she have spoken to the 
boisterous billows and bade them be still — or 
to the foaming waters of a cataract and bid 
them cease to roar ! 

"But do you suppose I will live without 
him ? do you think, for an instant, I will not 
follow him ? will you make me believe that he 
wishes Zoe should be parted— from him, her 
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only friend ! No, no, Walter," she thun- 
dered forth, " you shall soon have your Gipsy 
wifey back again — and they shall not stop 
me — they dare not follow me !" 

Almost beside herself with concentrated 
rage and grief, and hardly conscious of what 
she was about to do — she rushed to the window, 
which, fortunately, was closed, and made 
desperate efforts to open it. 

" 'Tis not the first time I have escaped so," 
she cried, with bitter laughs of defiance, as 
she violently pulled and shook the handle of 
the French window. 

"Oh, Zora, Zora!" supplicated poor Lady 
Lisle. 

Miss Strickland, who considered it would be 
acting a most improper part, to allow such 
unparalleled conduct in so young a creature, to 
proceed, unpunished, without any further 
parley, firmly grasped Zora's arms, saying — 

"Until you recover yourself, you shall.be 
treated as one who has entirely lost her senses. 
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And, in the first place, I intend to tie your 
bands behind your back. 11 

" Poureedi BcstiaP' shouted the infuriated 
ehild ! " loose me ! let go your hold on me ! 
— away, I sayl" 

The governess flushing to the roots of her 
hair, endeavoured, for a few minutes, to stand 
her ground — to retain the little savage in her 
feeble clutches, for so, alas ! our heroine must 
have appeared in the eyes of every one at that 
moment. 

But those hands, tiny as they were, with the 
assistance of the feet, seemed almost to over- 
power the skill of the good lady, unaccus- 
tomed as she was to such a combat. And 
when Miss Strickland heard a pane of glass 
shiver into atoms, and found her slehder shins 
in danger of being bruised and grazed, she 
gave in — and relaxed her grasp. 

Another moment and Zora has darted from 
the. room. The two ladies look at one 
another in silence, and follow. 
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They see the victorious child, her arms 
tossed wildly above her head, as if triumphing 
gloriously in her freedom, flying with mar- 
vellous speed along the corridor ! 

They hear her as she reaches the top of the 
broad flight of stairs exclaim, with her own 
clear ringing laugh — 

" Quick, quick, dear boy ! I am coming — I 
am coming !" 

And now what do they see and hear ? — what 
sight is it that instantly banishes every vestige 
of rigidity and sternness from Miss Strickland's 
face and figure and causes her to hurry on- 
wards in consternation ? 

Why is it that the Lady of Lillesmere utters 
a shriek of terror, then calls upon the name of 
God in agony ? 

Zora only escaped from the punishment 
threatened by the governess to meet with one 
far heavier. In her frantic haste, in search of 
her beloved companion, who she never will 
believe has willingly deserted her — but is 
cruelly forced to absent himself — whilst 
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descending the stairs at a pace so swift, 
that it scarcely seemed as if her feet 
touched the ground — how it came to pass we 
know not — but down the whole of the last 
broad flight of steps into the hall, the unfortu- 
nate child was precipitated, her head striking 
with fearful violence against the bronze 
pedestal of a statue. 

" 80 far shalt thou go, but no further." 
Yes ! child as thon art ! poor passionate 
self-willed little being — the Almighty has 
seen fit to strike thee with his chastening 
hand, bringing thee very low ! but in richest 
mercy this is all brought about. Had the chas- 
tisement been withheld, had she not been re- 
duced to the helpless weaknes of an infant, 
who could have borne with her long? even 
Lady Lisle, the most hopeful and persevering 
of mortals would have been led to exclaim — 

" Oh, child ! thou makest me weary of my 
life, thou heapest upon me troubles and per- 
plexities too heavy for me to bear!" 
Startled by the cry of their Lady, several of 
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the servants harried to ascertain the cause, 
and arrived on the scene of the disaster, at the 
moment when Miss Strickland was in the act of 
raising the little girl, and Lady lisle stand- 
ing near, pale and cold as marble, her face 
averted — was saying, in tones of forced resig- 
nation, but deep despair — 

" Before I look, tell me, some of you, that 
she is not dead — that we have not killed her !" 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 



All assembled in that hall of Lillesmere drew 
nearer with still more alacrity, anxious to relieve 
their Lady from the terrible suspense they 
saw she was enduring, but each one, 'as speedily — 
although there was no wound — no frightful 
gash, not even a drop of blood visible — shrunk 
back again, either with a gesture or short 
exclamation of horror. 

And Miss Strickland, why did she not speak, 
or relieve her half fainting friend, by breath- 
ing one word of consolation ? 

Because she dared not — because at that 
awful moment — truly she knew not whether, 
in her arms, she held a dead, or a living child! 

So as nothing comes but dreary silence, Lady 
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Lisle must even learn and answer for herself — 
must shew, to all around her, that she is not 
devoid of self-command ; and what is of far 
greater importance, let them know that she 
has faith to sustain her ; and when she sees the 
little face with its ghastly hue, and totally 
altered expression — the parted lips — the eyes 
glazed — staring — oh, how fearfully ! when she 
sees the bosom does not heave — that there is 
no symptom of life or motion in the limbs — in 
short — that it may even be a little corpse over 
which she bends — Lady lisle does not faint 
any more, or give way to further emotion, but 
trusting — praying — that it may not be so — 
that God may not have summoned Sibylla's 
little one from the world, in a manner so 
terrible — so sudden — she signs to Doyle that 
he should take the child and bear her gently 
up-stairs. Then in a rapid but distinct tone, 
gave directions that doctors both from the 
village and Tonbridge Wells should be instantly 
sought for, "and Mr. Hope," she added, "lethim 
know what has happened ;" and the grim old 
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butler, closely followed by the women, whose 
cheeks had hardly more colour than the one 
resting against his arm, paused not till he had 
laid his apparently lifeless burden on her bed 
— and turned away with a gloomy shake of the 
head. 

" Very peculiar," he thought, as he solemnly 
creaked down the stairs again, "the events 
which have taken place at the Castle, within 
the few last days. Strange children and women 
coming from no one knows where — only just 
to die off and be buried !" 



"A serere concussion of the brain," were 

the grave words Mr. H , the well-known 

surgeon of Tonbridge Wells, gave utterance to 
after a rigid examination ; life is not extinct, 
as, I perceive, by the countenances around me, 
is imagined; but insensibility may continue 
for many hours longer ; and, until the patient 
revives, in a degree, I cannot confidently say 
she will ultimately recover; but I will not 
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conceal from your ladyship, that, at present, I 
consider the case a bad one." 

" That she is alive," said Lady Lisle, clasp- 
ing her hands in thankfulness, i: is more than 
I dared hope!" 

Every means were then resorted to — bleed- 
ing, blisters, no effort left untried within the 
power of human skill to restore consciousness, 
but through the whole of the dark, dreary day 
in vain. 

The medical men came backwards and 
forward at short intervals. The Lillesmere 
apothecary never leaving the house ; but the 
patient did not appear to improve. 

Such an ominous silence pervaded the Castle 
during those never-to-be-forgotten hours ! 

The servants moved about with steps so 
hushed, and such awe-struck looks, that a 
stranger might have been reasonably led to 
suppose, that death had already claimed for its 
own some one within those walls. 

And a first glance of the interior of that 
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bed-chamber would but have convinced him 
that his surmises were correct. What a scene 
did it present ! that tiny form stretched out on 
the bed, to all appearance, spiritless, beyond 
the reach of human aid ! 

Could it be Zora, who, so short a time ago, 
so full of health and animation, had made the 
very house ring with her shrill, passionate 
tones ? scarcely was she to be recognized now, 
with the blood-stained bandages wrapped 
round her head and brow ! 

Lady Lisle, her eyes for ever fixed on the 
death-like countenance, sat by the bed-side, 
patient and submissive, but speechless. From 
the depths of her soul, she, without ceasing, 
supplicated for mercy from above. 

Nor did she pray alone — Miss Strickland, 
for a time, casting aside all trace of the governess 
— acted the part of a true and sympathising 
friend, and most heartily, earnestly joined in 
the petition that Heaven might be gracious. 

Ever and anon, too, the death-like silence 
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around was broken by fervent ejaculations 
from the good Vicar, who, as. he stood by the 
pillow, raising from the bosom a hand — 

" Like the dead marble, white and motionless, v 

and spreading out the little fingers in his palm, 
his patriarchal countenance lighted up with 
holy ardour— might have formed for the artist 
an able subject, as the Prophet of old — the 
Man of God about to stretch himself upon the 
Shunamite's child, and breathe life once more 
into its soul ! 



Towards midnight, just when the doctors, 
with grave faces, slowly turned away from the 
bed, declaring that nothing more could be done, 
that every effort proving hitherto unsuccessful, 
the case must now be left to nature, at all 
events, until the morning — 

Just as Mr. H was making his way 

towards the door, feeling as sorry for those he 
left behind, as one so hardened in scenes of 
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affliction — medical men — can feel, but glad too, 
that it was his deputy, and not himself, who 
had a night of watching before him — he was 
suddenly arrested by Lady Lisle calling on his 
name. 

"Mr, EL," she cried, articulating with 
difficulty, "ami wrong ? Is it only my ima- 
gination ? Look ! listen ! oh ! tell me — did I 
not see the eyelids slightly droop— do I hear 
a faint, faint sigh ?" 

The Doctor quickly parted the folds of the 
child's night-dress, and placed his hand on 
Zora's breast. 

"I congratulate your Ladyship," said he, 
not moving a muscle of his countenance, and 
keeping his keen eye fixed on his young pa- 
tient ; " the action of the heart is returning — 
the blood is beginning to circulate slowly 
through the veins; but still, mark you — I 
Would have no one too sanguine, for — for 
many hours — nay, days, can I tell confidently 
that the child will ultimately live." 
And for a longj weary time, indeed, it 
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seemed that hope was raised only to be dashed 
to the ground ; for, although at intervals the 
little sufferer did partially rouse, just so much 
as to show that the spirit had not left its earthly 
tabernacle — it was only, again and again, to 
relapse into a fearful state of insensibility* 

" If Walter could but see her now," groaned 
forth, several times, poor, distracted Lady 
Lisle ! " how would he think that I had ful- 
filled my promise, made to him so solemnly, 
that nothing should ever harm his precious 
one ! If she dies," she continued, lifting her 
heavy head from the pillow, " Oh ! father, 
mother, and child, how doomed will have been 
your tragic end !" 



But Zora is not to die — not so soon is the 
" unhappy bell" to be tolled for Sibyl's Little 
Daughter, or her grave disturbed, to lay by 
her side Lorenzo's child. 

No, Lady Lisle ! your task is not to be so 

VOL. I. P 
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short a one, you have heeought God for the 
little maiden, and He will grant your request 
But, remember, with the life that is spared, will 
be given to you " earthly cares " in abundance, 
and a future often darkened over by dis- 
quietude — aye, even heavier to bear than that 
you experienced whilst watching by the bed- 
side of the sick child ! 



By degrees the terrible fainting fits became 
less frequent — at length ceased entirely — but 
fever and delirium next came on, and it was 
difficult to tell which tended most to wring the 
heart of Lady Lisle, to behold Zora in her still 
deep trance, or the little body scorched with 
fiery heat, tossing hither and thither, whilst 
ceaseless cries and unconnnected sentences 
burst from her parched lips. 

'• I am falling — I am falling ! Walter — save 
me — catch me in your arms I Walter — my 
head — my head — it is crushed — it is breaking 
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and on fire — Gipsy boy — who am I— why do 
I feel like this — why am I not like happy 
Zoe, but a burning aching thing ? ?> 

Thus she would shriek for hours at a time- 
not one, in particular, of those hanging 
round the bed who vainly strove to allevi- 
ate her sufferings, did she notice — but with 
outstretehed arms imploring them all to save her 
— to take away her pain — to make poor Zoe 
happy once again. 

"Mamma mia } " she several times broke 
forth, in piercing tones of agony, " when you 
cried ay de mi, and felt your heart— was the 
pain there, as bad as Zoe's— so heavy, so burn- 
ing !" 

The strength, produced by fever and excite- 
ment was marvellous. Often during the tem- 
porary absence of the doctor, it required the 
combined efforts of three people to keep her in 
bed. 

" Surely, surely," Mr. Hope would exclaim, 
the tears standing in his eyes* " this cannot 
p 2 
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last long— some change, either for better or 
worse must soon take place." 

How can we describe the feelings of Lady 
Lisle, when at the close of one long miserable 
day, during which the fever had raged as vio- 
lently as ever — the restless movements, and 
harrowing cries of the poor little girl were suc- 
ceeded by a profound calm — and, for the first 
time since her accident, Zora slept, calmly and 
naturally. 

" His name be praised for this!" murmured 
Mr. Hope, when he had over and over again 
felt the pulse and listened to the child's breath- 
ing. " My lady — all will be well now — you 
need no longer fear for her, God has sent a 
gracious dewy cloud — a covering mantle to en- 
shroud our weary little one — sleep, that holy 
thing from heaven — and now kind, tireless 
watcher," he continued, affectionately pressing 
the hand that was placed in his, " will you not 
also take the rest you so greatly need — and for 
a short period, at all events, give up your post 
to some one else ?" 
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" I could not move from her side," whispered 
Lady Lisle, emphatically, "away from this 
room I could have no rest or comfort ; but if 
you will all leave the room, then I will lay my 
head on the pillow near her and try to sleep." 



And alone she was left with her nursling, 
and for a long time she did naught but sit and 
gaze, and shed silent tears of gratitude over 
the little creature — and then sigh and shudder 
as she thought — 

" How will her awaking be ? — will she have 
forgotten that we told her he was gone — will 
her first words be enquiries for her beloved 
companion, and shall I again have to undergo 
the torture of breaking to her that he is far 
away?" 

Often during Zora's delirium, when she 
called loudly on Walter's name, Lady Lisle 
had, almost on her knees, implored Mr. Hope 
to search for the Gipsy boy — to bring him back 
to Lillesmere — he alone know how to tran- 
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quillise the miserable child — the sight of him 
might save her life— or if she must die, would 
it not be better for Zora to breathe her last,, 
pillowed on the bosom of her faithful friend, 
then to let her pass away into the silent land 
with none but strangers round her." 

But Mr. Hope was firm — inexorable. 

"If at this moment, dearest Lady/' he 
said, "the lad was within calling, I would 
not so much as raise my voice to summon him 
to this bedside— the parting is oyer — not 
without terrible consequences, I own — but 
Walter has fulfilled his promise — behaved 
most manfully, and it would be acting cruelly 
both towards him and the little girl, to bring 
them together — only to tear them asunder 
again." 

" For my part," the Vicar went on to say, 
with a sigh, "I rejoice that the youth is by 
this time very likely sailing far away on the 
deep, deep sea. Ho doubt in bitter grief — for 
the boy has a warm heart — picturing to him- 
self his little petted plaything's sorrow, when 
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she hears she is forsaken by her brother, but 
never dreaming — in blessed ignorance— of the 
harrowing scenes we are daily and hourly 
going through — and as for her — poor, stricken 
lamb — pointing to the restless Zora— if she is 
spared and recovers — this accident may prove 
to be a merciful despensation — the best thing 
that could have happened to her ; at all 
events, for some time to come, by it she will, 
dear Lady be rendered passive in your gentle 
hands." 

Lady Lisle finding Mr. Hope deaf to her 
entreaty, ceased to importune him, but felt 
how gladly she would have made any sacrifice, 
could she in return have been able to recal 
Walter, and see him restored to his darling 
sister. 

She continued to sit and watch every 
breath that Zora drew, until no longer able to 
combat with the excessive weariness and 
exhaustion that were creeping over her senses 
more and more every minute, her head sank 
heavily on the pillow, and with the little hot 
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bands pressed close to her bosom, Lady Lisle 
also sank into forgetfulnees. 



And several hours elapsed — night was 
advancing — when Miss Strickland, at the re* 
qnest of the doctors, stole softly into the sick 
room, and brought back word that they both 
still slept — her ladyship and the child. 

Mr. H gave a satisfied nod, and 

saying — 

"After all, madam, we must confess that 
nature beats every one of ns doctors-^-this 
sleep will be the saving of our little patient," 
he took his departure. 
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CHAPTEE XIX. 



Zora awoke from her long slumber of awful 
serenity — the fever considerably abated — but 
in a state of hopeless debility. 

Instead, as Lady Lisle had so much dreaded, 
of pouring forth a flood of questions concern- 
ing Walter, the poor little Senorita lay still 
and exhausted, uttering naught but languid 
moans. 

An excellent nurse from the village was 
hired to wait on the little girl — for, although 
Mrs. Goodwin was most attentive, and Lucy 
officiously anxious to be of use in this emer- 
gency, neither of them were accustomed to a 
sick room, and much better understood the art 
of confectionary, preserving, and dressmaking, 
p 5 
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than administering to the ceaseless wants of a 
suffering child. 

Mrs. Gandy was indefatigable in her attend- 
ance, and doted on children; besides, from 
Lady Lisle, she had received innumerable acts 
of kindness, therefore, was now glad to shew 
her gratitude by devoting herself heart and 
soul to the beautiful little stranger lady. 

As the nurse was arranging the bed-clothes, 
and moving the little one to lay her down 
again in a more comfortable position, Zora 
languidly opened her eyes, and fixing them 
upon the nurse, gave a feeble, peevish cry. 

"My Lady," whispered the good woman, 
highly delighted, "we've got her all right 
again in her mind, at any rate ; all along she's 
not cared one straw what I've done for her ; 
but now she begins to take notice and sees 
there are strangers about her." 

" What is it, my dearest one ?" said Lady 
Lisle, bending over the child, with indescrib- 
able tenderness in her voice and manner. 
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Zora gased, for a minute, on the sweet, pale 
face close to her own, and seemed to be making 
an effort to collect her thoughts ; then a smile, 
a very feint one, played on he^ lips; she 
slowly passed her tiny fingers over the fair, 
smooth cheek, and murmured, in tones scarcely 
audible — 

" Senora — pretty, pale Senora — Zoe will love 
yon too." 

Oh 1 how the heart of Lady Lisle leaped 
within her as she caught these childish sounds. 
How they amply repaid her for every moment 
of agony she had endured — for every hour of 
weary watching. She dared not reply for fear 
of, in the slightest degree, agitating the child, 
therefore, merely fervently kissed her hands 
and brow. 

"My head — my head/' moaned the little 
creature, moving restlessly about the pillow; 
" is it because I am naughty it aches so — that 
Zoe feels so different — so—" 

She paused, as if at a loss to express what 
she felt, then added — 
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"So dying fast away like povera mamma 
miaP 

Lady lisle whispered, soothingly — 

"No, no, darling, you are not to die; I 
have prayed^— we have all prayed earnestly to 
God, and He in His goodness will let you stay 
with me, to be my own dear, happy child.' 7 

"Happy child!" the little girl repeated, 
musingly, as if those were the only words she 
had heard or understood. " Yes, that is what 
Zoe used to call herself, long — long ago— when 
she lived amongst the flowers and trees, and 
sang and sported in the merry greenwood!" 

" Don't let her speak a syllable more, please, 
my Lady," remonstrated the nurse ; "her poor 
head is still wandering ; and the doctor's last 
orders were, that when she awcke, she was 
not to be allowed to open her lips — so, hush — 
hush — my pretty pet," patting and soothing 
Zora, as if she had been an infant, " there's 
nursy's own darling." 

But, notwithstanding every effort made to 
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check her, Zora went on talking, softly strok- 
ing the hand that held hers so tenderly. 

" Oh 1 1 was such a gay little Gipsy girl — 
the sky above me was so bright and blue — the 
birds sang as if their hearts would burst with 
glee. The breeze on the hills was so fresh — 
the forests so still and green." 

" Yes — yes, dearest," said Lady Lisle ; " and 
all those things so glorious — so beautiful — you 
will soon enjoy again ; but you are not able to 
talk about them now." 

" Just try and drink this, my preciousest of 
lambs," interposed Mrs. Gandy, coaxingly; 
passing her stout arm underneath the child, 
preparatory to administering the composing 
draught. "Nursy can't have you thinking 
and talking about Gipsy people, and green 
fields, or, indeed, nothing at all, till you are 
stronger, that she can't." 

Zora, with a symptom of her usual impa- 
tience, turned away, covering her face. 

"Such pain — so dark — so sad, poor Zoe 
feels now," she faltered forth, in broken ac- 
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cents. "Senora, come nearer and nearer, and 
tell me where my merry days are gone ?" 

" They are only gone for a little while, my 
child," answered Lady Lisle, her heart sinking 
fast within her, "Oh, Zora! when you are 
well again, I promise that yotir days shall be 
as bright and happy as mortal can make 
them." 

The little girl made a faint effort to raise 
herself in the bed, but sunk back helplessly on 
the pillow. She looked piteously at Lady 
Lisle, as if craving compassion for her weak- 
ness, then her eyes wandered wistfully towards 
the door, and around the ioom. 

"Now it is coming," groaned the Lady, 
" once more the dreaded question — and there 
is no help for it." 

Yes I there are the large, dimmed, melan- 
choly eyes fixed upon that half-averted face,, 
as if seeming to search into the very soul — 
and then alas! the name comes breathing 
forth— 

" Walter!— brother!" 
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> What is she to do or say — ift what manner 
can she divert the thoughts of the unfortunate 
child, and save her from another attack of de- 
lirium, which this time must inevitably prove' 
fatal? 

Oh ! that look, so full of fear and doubt — 
that earnest and wondering expression, as if 
conscious that something direful has occurred 
— but unable to recall, in the present confusion 
of brain, what it could be. 

" Walter — Walter ! would to Heaven that 
you were here — that I could reply to that look 
which cuts me to the heart, by bringing you 
to her arms, and spare her all further sorrow." 

Thus would Lady Lisle have exclaimed 
aloud had she spoken her feelings — but she 
uttered not a syllable— only suddenly arose, 
and going to the window, drew aside the cur-- 
tains. 

" Darling," she said, again bending over our 
poor Senorita, " did you not tell me, just now, 
that all was dark and sad? See, Hermosa 
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Mia, turn your sweet eyes upwards to Heaven, 
and there you will find light and brightness." 

The sun was rising in all its radiant beauty, 
crimsoning the firmament with a blaze of glory. 
It was to this, God's first and most wondrous 
work, that Lady Lisle drew Zora's attention ; 
and, would that every one, when appealed to 
for sympathy and consolation, from friends, 
whom trials and disappointments have ren- 
dered murmuring complaining — would that 
every one, as did Lady Lisle to SibyPs youthful 
daughter, bid the languid eyes turn from 
earthly objects, which troubles have rendered 
dark aud comfortless, and at once look upwards 
— upwards where is to be found " the Sun of 
righteousness with healing on His wings." 

"Mia Mamma? s home," exclaimed the 
child, in her own clear, natural voice ; " God's 
Angels' beautiful home !" 

She extended her feeble anus towards the 
glowing sky, and smiled exultingly. 

"Yes, dear one," murmured the lady, 
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kneeling by the bed/ " let us talk ; let us think 
of nothing now but that new, glorious homey 
whither the Angels have carried your sweet 
mother. Lie still-— close your eyes — whilst I 
sing to you about that happy, happy land, 
where she, whom you remember weeping and 
sighing — there, beyond those golden clouds, 
rests for ever joyful. 

" I'll sing to thee of Heaven — thou'lt love 

To hear about that home above ; 

For there dost many a loved one dwell, 

In joy and light ineffable. 

No change can turn her day to night, 

The darkness of that land is light. 

Sorrow and sighing God hath sent 

Far thence —to endless banishment. 

The storms that rock this world beneath, 

Must there for ever cease ; 

Oh! happy, happy land, in thee 

Is everlasting peace." 

" She's going off again," said Mrs. Gandy, 
sotto voce } walking across the room on tiptoe, 
and gently, and by degrees, drawing the our- 
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tains together ; "I don't like to say much about 
it to my lady now, poor tired-out creature, 
but I hope she won't be going and letting in 
the light, any more, on that child, making her 
brain dizzier than it is already — time enough 
yet, if the Lord spares her life, pretty creature, 
to see the sun set, and all that. Bless its 
little heart !" soliloquized the Nurse, with a 
benevolent shake of the head. "Well, the 
Dootors won't have to scold us this time, 
for she's sleeping again — and without the 
draught, too. Ah! my lady's sweet hymn 
singing is better than all the medicines in the 
world. I've always thought it, and think it 
now more than ever I did before, that if ever 
an Angel could live on this earth, it's she whose 
acting towards this poor sick lamb just as if 
she were its real, downright^ mother !" 
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CHAPTER XX. 



We must not weary our readers by enter- 
ing minutely into the daily details of a sick-, 
room — " certainly not a very interesting theme" 
— alas ! I fear many grown-up men and women 
will exclaim, as they listlessly turn over the 
pages of this book — " especially if the heroine 
of that sick room is nobody of greater im- 
portance, or more exciting, than a little girl — 
a tiresome ohild !" and as, unfortunately, this is 
the case, we deem it our duty to avail ourselves 
of art author's privilege, and take compassion 
upon those who peruse this story, by skipping 
over a period of three weeks. 

. It is the afternoon of a beautiful August 
day, and along the corridor in Lillesmere Castle 
may be seen an elderly clerical gentleman, 
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carrying daintily in his arms — no veay heavy 
burden, truly — a pale, attenuated, little child, 
whose hands, as they are nervously claspt 
round the old man's neck, as if to save herself 
from falling, show by their extreme whiteness 
and transparency how narrowly she must have 
escaped from death. 

Mr. Hope cautiously descends the stain, 
stopping at every step, to see how the invalid 
bears the motion, and to give her a cheerful 
word, or smile of encouragement. 

" Well, Piccolina Mia, how do you feel ? 
Does the old man carry you pretty comfortable 
eh ?or would Mrs. Gaudy, behind, do it bet- 
ter r 

" No— no, 1 ' answered Zora, fretfully, clinging 
to him more tightly. 

" Well, then, here we go down again ; but 
I must have you brisk up a bit, there's a 
woman — remember what you promised old 
Hopey — as you call me — saucy chit — that to 
please her who has nursed you so tenderly, so 
devotedly, through this dreadful illness, you 
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would leave all these silly tears and lamenta- 
tions behind you up stairs, for grumbling, 
Esther to sweep away with her birch-broom. 
Come, now — let me peep into that wee face, 
and see if there is not a bit of brightness on it." 

" Cannot — cannot, laugh or smile," faltered 
Zora, in piteous accents; "oh," and she 
writhed as if in pain, "I am remembering so, 
Arai, and Zoe's tears will come !" 

" And what are you remembering, my little 
girl," said Mr. Hope, pausing, and speaking 
earnestly, "is it that dreadful day when — 
almost mad with passion, you tore away from 
that gentle lady, and you met with punishment 
— that — dreadful accident — falling from the 
top to the bottom of these stairs we are now 
descending — are you thinking of this ? or of all 
the goodness and mercy shown to a sinful child, 
who instead of being suffered to die without 
one prayer of forgiveness — with wicked words 
on your lips, has been overwhelmed with bless- 
ings, and raised from her bed of sickness? Is 
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it gratitude to God, little one, that now fills 
your heart ?" 

Zora only replied by a plaintive sob, burying 
her face on the Vicar's shoulders. 

Lady Lisle, some minutes before, had has- 
tened on to receive her protegee in the Boudoir. 
She had left Zora, as she flattered herself, in 
good spirits, looking forward with pleasure to 
going down stairs, for the first time, and — which 
was considered the best sign of all — disputing 
vigorously with Mrs. Gandy, and objecting 
strongly to the numerous shawls, &c, in which 
the good old soul wished to envelope her. 

" She is beginning to get over it, don't you 
hink so, dear Miss Strickland ?" said Lady 
Lisle, for the twentieth time altering the posi- 
tion of the sofa, and arranging, and re-arrang- 
ing the cushions, " I mean the loss of poor 
Walter ; for this I must thank my kind friends; 
what should I have done without you and Mr. 
Hope ! how incessant have been his endeavours 
to teach resignation in its simplest forms to 



Digitized by LjOOQ lC 



sibyl's uttlb dacghieb* 336 

this dear child. It is wonderful to see whajt 
an influence he has already gained over her 
young mind— how soon he can, by a few 
gentle, serious words, calm her, even in the 
most unmanageable moments." 

" Mr. Hope does not give way to her, my 
dear Emma," answered Miss Strickland, gravely, 
" does not mingle tears with hers, or encourage 
sorrow by giving naught but pity and useless 
sympathy." 

"True — too true," answered Lady Lisle, 
emphatically ; " what you say comes home to 
me as it ought, I assure you. I own there 
never was so weak a mortal as myself." 

" Or one so affectionate, or so loveable — that 
I must add," interrupted Miss Strickland and 
that Zora will find more and more every day." 

" Lady Lisle gratefully kissed the governess's 
cheek. 

" Tou think she loves me, then — oh, really 
and truly ?" 

" Who can doubt it — can she bear you from 
her side for ten minutes at a time ? Will she 
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take her food or medicine from other hands 
than yours ? and did she not say yesterday, 
when you told her, that Senora was but a cold, 
distant name to give you — that in future she 
would call you her pretty, fair Mamma Jtfia" 

" Yes, yes," answered Lady Lisle, her eyes 
overflowing with delight — and God only knows 
how thankful I am — there was a time when I 
quite despaired of ever winning that little 
heart. I hear them coming," hurrying to the 
door, her countenance beaming with animation. 
" Let mo relieve you, dear Mr. Hope, of your 
precious burden," she continued, holding out 
her arms to receive the child, " welcome — a 
thousand times welcome, darling Zora." But 
her countenance instantly fell when she saw 
the old gentleman, with a grave shake of the 
head, pass on into the room. 

" Better let her. be," he murmured, aside, 
when he had laid the little creature down, " I 
know there is a fierce struggle going on within ; 
'tis, doubtless, a sharp trial to her povenna — 
the first sight of that gay comeliness out yon- 
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der, and all the associations they bring with 
them." 

The afternoon being deliriously warm, the 
windows had been thrown open according to 
the doctor's orders, and the couch drawn close 
to them. The south wind, " come over gardens," 
wafted in, lifting softly the hair from Zora's 
brow, bearing with it an almost overpower- 
ing odour of fragrant flowers — the birds carol- 
led amongst the emerald leaves "as if to breathe, 
were music" 

Fountains were playing and sparkling in a 
thousand different colours the peacocks were 
strutting about the lawn and terrace, spreading 
out their gaudy trains in the distance — and 
bounding down the green slopes of the park, or 
herding together beneath the trees, near the 
Lake, might be seen the graceful deer. 

Lillesmere never looked to greater (perfection. 
It was a scene of luxury, of fascination, and 
must have appeared still more so to one who 
had for so long been confined to a sick chamber. 

VOL. I. Q 
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Zora lay for a time gazing in silence on all this 
fairy land ; bnt soon those who so anxiously 
watched her, remarked that the young face 
grew paler and paler — "that dreams were 
gathering o'er her brow." 

" Thoughts of her lost friend— of many a sunny day 
Come as a breeze that o er a reed hath sway !" 

She turned to Lrdy Lisle with a look fall of 
despair and entreaty — as much as to say — 

" To please you I am try to be calm and 
good; but I cannot — it is impossible — this 
home of yours — that free blue sky above it — 
speaks so of him — my Gipsy boy — my dark 
eyed brother! so bear with me, my childish 
passion must have way," and, throwing herself 
back with an hysterical cry, all the deep floods 
of woe gushed forth. 

" It is useless," said Mr. Hope, as the three 
women pressed round the grief stricken little 
girl, each in their different way endeavour- 
ing to pacify and comfort. " Let her weep 
now — for the weight that is on her heart only 
tears can remove. I expected as much, and 
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knew that this fair, joyous scene would at first 
cause a bitter pang; but there must be a 
beginning to everything, and she will be better 
soon after this." 

Lady Lisle looked as thoroughly miserable as 
poor Zora herself. 

" Dearest lady/' Mr. Hope continued, 
" leave the old man and child together for a 
while, I will send for you the moment this 
storm is hushed ; you can do no good at pre- 
sent, and it is bad for you witnessing these 
scenes — they cut you to the soul, and you 
have had already quite enough to wear you to 
a thread." 

"Let me stay," began Lady Lisle entreatingly ; 
but the Vicar made a sign to Miss Strickland, 
who immediately placed her arm in Lady 
Lisle's, saying — 

" You will be of much greater use by-and- 
bye," and led her, unresistingly, from the 
room. 

"And you, too, said Mr. Hope to Mrs 
Q3 
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Gaudy, who stood whining every nurse-like 
expression of coaxing entreating over the 
Senorita ; " leave us together for a quarter of 
an hour or so — by that time, I hope, I shall 
have a quieter little lady to show you/ 9 

" I don't like to leave her, sir," said Mrs. 
Qandy, half-crying herself, "till she's a bit 
calmed down — I declare, if this ar'nt the worst 
bout she has had yet. My duck of duckies ! 
what shall nursey do for it — shall she run and 
fetch her a cup of Mrs. Goodwin's nice, dear 
soup, or some melted jelly, with a drop of 
sherry in it ?" 

"Yes — that will be the wisest thing you 
can do," observed Mr. Hope, waving her off, 
rather impatiently, seeing that Zora's sobs came 
faster and faster, and that it was high time to 
put a stop to them." 

" They'll kill her, take my word for it," whim- 
pered the nurse, as she threaded her way to 
the housekeeper's room. "I never heard a 
baby like she go off in such regular hysteric 
fits, shaking and pulling her to bits ! Don't I 
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wish just that I knew where they be gone and 
hid that boy, who's the occasion of all this 
fretting and bother ! Madam Lucy tells me he 
is a kind of Gipsy ohap, not fit company for the 
little lady, who really is a grand Count's 
daughter, every inch of her ; but, for all that, 
if I only knew how to smuggle him here, 
wouldn't I spite them all," and Mrs. Gandy 
gave a knowing wink, and snapped her fingers 
triumphantly ! 



"Poor, pining, little lore bird!" murmured 
Mr. Hope, when the door was shut, leaving 
him and the child alone together. "Poor, 
lonely, love bird, it is a bitter task to teach 
thee to forget ! Come," he said, playfully, try- 
ing, as gently as he could, to draw away the 
slender fingers, obstinately spread over her 
tear-stained fece; u old Hopey can allow no 
more of this. I wonder what Doctors H — — 

and C would say, if they happened to pop 

in just now. Why! that the Senorita must be 
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carried up stairs immediately, to live in the 
dark, amidst medicine bottles and slops again, 
instead of lying here like a princess, with these 
beautiful sights around her." 

"Shut them all out!" cried Zora, passionately, 
waving her hand towards the window — "the 
light — the sunshine! flowers — singing birds I 
all — all ! He — Walter — is not here to see — to 
listen to them — so Zora cares no more for 
them — they are nothing to her now ! Arai — 
arai-~l do miss my Gipsy boy so sadly," she 
continued, clinging to the old man's arm, "and 
I fancy I see him there, waiting for me beneath 
the trees, as he nsed to do, with the sweet 
smile on his red lips, and his black ; shining 
curls blowing in the wind. And then — yes, 
now — now I fancy I hear him calling Zoe, so 
gladly — so softly ! Zoe, Zoe ! but no, no — 
Gipsy boy, my arrienna," flinging herself back 
on the couch, " you are not really there ! you 
have leit me ! you are gone, and I never can 
be good or happy any more I" 

The child's agitation was fearful to behold. 
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For some moments, Mr. Hope, seeing that 
words were of no avail, sat by her in silence* 
But grief so violent, he knew, could not last 
long, and very soon, as he expected, the little 
creature lay exhausted — her bosom heaving 
still, but without uttering a sound. 

The Vicar now fanned the heated face — 
now bathed it with eau de Cologne, which 
appeared to refresh the poor Senorita. She 
seemed to feel how kindly, how tenderly, she 
was treated by him — how patiently he bore 
with her ! for, several times, she put her little 
hand on his, and feebly stroked and patted 
it — and, at last, raising her large, troubled 
eyes, and fixing them earnestly on the Vicar's, 
as if, from their calm light, 

" That erer shone to bless," 

she was seeking courage, whispered — 

" Speak, Hopey, dear — Zoe's better now — so 

speak and teach her to be good without — " 
He obeyed — and not, for the first time — 

for, over and over again, during the protracted 
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infantine fever which the accident had brought 
on, Mr. Hope, with untiring perseverance, had 
endeavoured to reason with the child — to con- 
vince her of the folly, the uselessness, of giving 
way to such wild, impetuous grief. But, on 
this occasion, he spoke with more earnestness 
on the subject than he ever did before. Of 
Walter's noble, disinterested conduct, in having 
voluntarily left his dear playfellow and com- 
panion, because Sibyl, her mother, with her 
dying breath, made him promise that her child 
should be given up, wholly and entirely, into 
the hands of Lady Lisle. 

"Think you," said the Vicar, "that the 
pang was less bitter to him than to you, having 
to part with one he loved so well — and yet he 
shounk not from his duty ! He behaved bravely, 
manfully : he knew very well that the life you 
were leading with him was wild — rude ; that 
the time had come for his little sister to give 
up being the Gipsy girl, and to be taught and 
educated as the daughter of the Count de 
Castro. In short, poor lad, he felt that he, as 
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a dweller in woods and forests, must no longer 
be the companion of her, who henceforth was 
to live in Castles, with the rich and high-bom. 
And will you not follow his example, carissima 
figUa," he continued, caressingly/' and show 
to the world how grand a thing it is to suffer, 
and be strong ?" 

"But across the seas — so far away," said 
Zora, with a gesture of despair; "Walter, 
perhaps you may forget me !" 

" Forget !" answered Mr. Hope ; " No ; that 
is very unlikely : but he will remember you in 
a different manner, under a different aspect — 
as a young lady of a higher station than him- 
self, not as his little Gipsy playfellow." 

"But, tell me," murmured the exhausted 
child. " will he never more see gardens, breezy 
hills, sunny vales, — say, old man— in that far 
off country, can my Gipsy boy find a greenwood 
home?" 

" Zora," answered the Vicar, pointing to the 
window, "you think this English landscape 
Q6 
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very lovely, do yon not? Well, believe m* r 
it is nothing compared to the rich magnificence 
of those distant lands, which Walter ere long 
will see. Amongst vast forests of mountain 
pines he will dwell— where mighty rivers flow 
— where the roaring cataracts thunder will be 
heard. Ay, Walter will grow very wise and 
learned in the new world! he will behold 
wonders he never dreamt of here !" 

" Ah ! but alone-— without me he will care 
for none of these fine things I" exclaimed Zora, 
with a sudden burst of exultation. " He wiH 
come back — I know it — I feel it will be so. 
Yes, some happy day, I shall be his own Gipsy 
wife again !" 

She gave the Vicar a strange, imploring look, 
as much as to say — 

" If this be then my hope, in mercy do not 
crush it by another word ! and even if it is to 
prove only an empty dream — still — still let 
me hug it to my breast ; — let me live on it 1" 

The Vicar, whether he interpreted that ear- 
nest-speaking look or not, never intended to 
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argue the point with the child, as to the likeli* 
hood of her presentiment being fulfilled. At 
the moment he only felt relief and gladness, 
that a similar idea should have taken possession 
of her mind, as it had the magical effect of 
rendering the poor little creature less dejected 
and woebegone. So, he merely replied by one 
of his cheerful smiles, and rising, said — 

" Well, well, now you are too tired, I am 
sure, to talk any more — no doubt you have 
had enough of the old parson ; but one word 
more I must just say," he added, bending over 
the sofa and looking very anxious. " Try with 
all your might to make that good, dear Lady as 
happy as you can ; you see how pale and dis- 
tressed she is, this is because of your sorrow ; 
my child, whatever you do, wound not her 
gentle heart — love her — cling to her, as you 
would to the tenderest of mothers, for such, 
believe, she will prove to you ; if at times you 
find it impossible not to give way to grief, then 
send for me, I will come to you immediately, 
at any time, and in the old man's arms you 
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shall weep out youT sorrow, but Lady Lisle 
must be spared those scenes — do you hear, 
Senorita ? will you promise me '" 

Zora nodded, and smiled archly. 

41 Call her, Hopey," she said. 

In a minute Lady Lisle, who had all this 
time been hovering about the lawn, appeared, 
and the child's arms were held out to receive 
her. 

i€ You must not look pale any more, little, 
fair Senora," whispered Zora, clasping the 
lady very tight round the neck, " the old man 
says I may be naughty and unhappy to him 
and every one else, only never — never to you, 
the new mamma mia /" 



END op vol. :. 



f. C. Ne why, Printer, 30, Welbeck Street* Cavendish Square. 
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